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Chapter | (Jon) 


Author's Notes: 
Implied Jon/Richie 


*~*June B, 2013*~* 
"You have got to be kidding me?!" 


"Richie canceled his flight from Hawaii," Paul says in the receiver. 


My head drops into my hands and | blow through my teeth. "Fuck.We have a concert TONIGHT! The fuck you 


mean Richie canceled his flight?!?!" 


| look up as a knock came at my door and | tear it open angrily, David standing there in a black t-shirt and 
ripped jeans. He only has to look at my face, no need to ask the question. He follows me back in and sits on the 


sofa across from my bed. 


"He didn't..." 
"Yeah, he fucking did. Fuck are we gonna do, Lema?!" | pace the room and grab a wine bottle. 


He takes it from me and grabs my shoulders. "We're gonna be on fuckin’ point like we are every night. You, me 
and Tico are not letting this fuckwit slow us down. Call Phil and have him hop a red eye. We're gonna get this 
done, Cap." 


I'm able to take a painful breath as David makes a few calls. | send a text to Richie. Maybe he'll afford me an 


explanation on a personal level.. 


| drain my wine glass and flip through the TV channels. It's 2 am. | can't sleep but the band members are 
sleeping like little fucking babies. Goddamnit, | envy them. My head pulsates and anxiety rises from our concert 
earlier. You try playing for 10,000 screaming maniacs and see how you handle it. 


My finger smashes the power button and | toss the remote on the table. Night time is a bitch. Gives you too 
much time to think. David's suite is next to mine and | listen to his light snoring. It's almost as rhythmic as his 


playing. 


| had turned down his offer for a midnight bitch session, now | wish | hadn't. Even if it was him complaining 
about his kids, it would beat being alone. | glare down at the setlists for the next three concerts in Lema's 


awful handwriting and flip through them. 


‘There's no wind and there's no rain in the eye of a hurricane’ is scribbled at the top of a page. He chose some 


oldies and goodies. Leave it to him to know our music catalog inside and out. 


“Sure know how to hit the nail on the head," | chuckle to myself. He's been my best friend since we were lb 
and playing in Asbury Park for chump change. | can clearly remember the young David Rashboum in the 


basement doing his homework between sets. 


The friendship had been a natural thing and he was the person | could always go to. When we got a record 
deal, he was the first one | called. When Slippery went number |, we stayed up and drank in celebration. When 


Dorothea divorced me, he was the one there and let me stay at his place. 


This wasn't an easy feat considering he and April had newborn twins, but | got some quality Uncle Johnny time. 
Then the day came that April left him. Their divorce was bitter and | was there for him. | listened to him cry 
and bitch, or just pass out drunk on my bed. 


It was only within the last two weeks that | found my thoughts shifting. I'd catch myself glancing over at 
David, or watching him walk up the steps. Especially in his tight leather pants.. 


| shift on the couch and find myself getting hard thinking of David in those pants. And without them. And in 


the shower..gloriously wet in the shower. My hand squeezes at my dick impulsively. | look over to the door 


that separates us. 
‘Maybe he'll like it. 
‘What if he doesn't? 
‘He will: 

‘David is straight... 
‘Maybe he's bisexual? 


| shake the internal voices from my hand and stand, walking towards the door and creeping it open slowly. ‘Fuck 


what am | doing?" 


His room is dark and | hold my breath as | latch the door. My eyes adjust to the dark and | see his form in 
the king size bed. The sheets are tangled around his waist, one arm flung over his head and the other resting 


next to him. 


This isn't the first time I've snuck in just to watch him. | know that sounds weird but we've had weirder 
situations. Trust me. There's something so peaceful about David and, no matter how | try to convince myself 


otherwise, attractive. 


David is carelessly handsome. He doesn't ask people how he looks, if his hair is set just so, or how white his 
teeth are. Unlike Richie who would not leave the room until he looked perfect. That just isn't David. | brace 
myself as he jostles in his sleep, letting a small whimper. 


| wait for his breathing to even back out. When it does, | push my shorts to the floor and tiptoe across to the 
bed. Ever so gently | pull the sheets down enough to slip under them. The bed is warm from his body heat and 


| smile, scooting closer. 


He smells faintly of his favorite cologne and natural musk. | close my eyes and inhale, biting my lip and holding 
back a moan. David whimpers again. ‘What are you afraid of? Rejection? Well yeah, | answer my own silent 


question. 
David had never let on being anything but straight, but something inside me just needs to be close to him. | 
need to know he's right there. My rock to lean on when things get tough. When Richie left the band and me, 


my life was torn apart. 


Not only did | lose a trusted bandmate and songwriter, but | lost my lover. He hasn't texted or called. No 
emails. Nothing. 


| open my eyes and gasp. David is looking straight at me, his bright blue eyes unblinking. "Jon," he whispers. 


"The fuck you doing in here, man It's." He glances at the clock. "Fuck man it's 2:30. Wha.what you doin’ in my 
bed?" 


He was confused and attempting to piece things together still half asleep. Oh god, his breath is warm. "l-l'm 
sorry. | couldn't sleep," | reply. 


"Ya need somethin’? | got Valium in my bag and Fireball on ice," he offered. 


"Do..do you think you could..well. maybe just.hold me?" My voice comes out meek, like a child asking for a 


cookie. 


There was a moment of silence, his chest silhouette rising against the moonlit curtains. "Um.sure, man," he 


finally relents and lifts his arm. 


| slide to him and curl up, smiling as | find him fully naked. Not the way Richie would hold me, but the touch 


was uniquely his. "Thanks, Lema. You're the best." 
"You're welcome, Johnny. Now go to sleep," he says. | bury my nose into him and feel intoxicated. My hand 
slides across his belly, fingertips tracing the hair. I've never done this to him and his muscles clench. "Jon quit 


playing around." 


His voice is thick and gruff and | feel myself getting excited. | press my palm to his navel and slide it 
downward, curling my fingers into his soft pubic hair. He lets out a sharp breath and pulls my hand away. 


"You don't like me touching you?" | ask softly. 

"Jon, you're drunk. | can smell it. | know you've been depressed without Richie but--" 

"But what? Please. Just let me?" | don't wait for his response and reach under the blanket once more, feeling 
those curls. He gasps as my fingers find his cock, stroking from base to tip. David makes no further attempt 


to move and | lean up on my elbow. 


For a white Jewish man his cock was positively mouthwatering. His breath hitched as | gently twisted the head. 
| push the bedsheet down to expose him, stroking the length to its full seven-inch hardness. 


"Why me, Johnny?" 


| whimper and dip my head. Our lips meet. He's looking up at me and licks his lips. "You're the only one that 


knows me well enough. The only one | can trust. | don't wanna be alone,’ | confess with a quiet whimper. 


Neither of us make a move to turn on the light. No reason too. He rolls on top of me and | sigh as his lips 
attach to my neck. His tongue trails over my feverish skin and he lays gently kisses down my shoulder. Pre- 


cum drools from his cock and onto my hand. 


"What do you need, baby?" He growls. 


"This." | stroke him up and down firmly, hearing him fumble around with some loose items. He moans in the 


darkness as a cool liquid pours over my hand and down his length. 


"All fours. Now." | fight not to come and scramble onto my hands and knees. He rises behind me and | moan as 


he spits on my ass hole. "You sure?" 


"Yes." | cry out as he pushes against the tight muscles, the blunt head of his cock lighting my nerve endings 
on fire. "Oh fuck, yes..." 


His cock invades my body and | feel it ripping me apart. He brushes the small bundle of nerves and | shiver. | 
feel him pull out to the tip and cool liquid subdues the raging fire. 


David groans and plunges back in hard. My back arches and | spread my legs wider. He holds my hips and 


pounds my desperate ass, his balls slapping into mine and making a pleasant sound. 
"Jesus, Johnny. You're fuckin’ tight,” he growls, pulling my hair with a firm hand. 
"Fuck that ass, Lema Goddamnit fuck it harder!" | yell out and his hand slaps over my mouth, silencing me. 


He pulls me back to him and nips my ear. "If you want me to fuck you, you'll call me Daddy. Understand?" | nod 
my head furiously and whimper as his hand spanks my ass, something | haven't had since Richie. "That's a good 


boy. My good little Johnny. 


David pulls his hand away and lets me fall back to my hands. "Shit, Daddy. Please gimme that cock, Daddy. Fill 
my ass up, please." My body writhes in pleasure as he fucks me, holding onto my hips. His cock thickens as | 
clench around him and | feel his hot seed spill deep into my body. 


| grasp onto his arm as he lifts me and wraps his hand around my aching dick, jacking it fast enough to make 
my toes curl. It doesn't long between his hand and lips at my neck to make me cry out, my cum shooting hard 


from the tip and my body shuddering. 


His hand milks my cock until it's spent and | drop limply onto the bedspread. He hovers over and kisses me, his 


tongue swirling around my mouth. "Is that what you were wanting?" He asks me. 
My breathing is uneven and shallow. | respond with another kiss. "Yes, Daddy." 
| feel the bed move and he picks me up into his arms. We both squint from the light on my room and he lays 


me on my own bed. It feels cold after his. David wets a washcloth and cleans up my body. | look up and see his 


face for the first time. 


"Sleep well, Johnny," he whispers and kisses me once more. 


He pulls the sheet up to my chest and shuts the lights, disappearing back into his room. "Goodnight, DB" 


Chapter 2 (David) 


*~*June 9, 2013%~* 


Ugh, what did | do last night? How could | be so stupid? | could have just sent Jon back to his room, but no. 
just HAD to give in to what he was offering. Fuck, what kind of friend am |? 


| can hear Tico's voice in the back of my head. / trained you better than this; to keep your emotions out of it 
What kind of Dominant are you if you cant control yourself? He'd be right. Tico was who | needed fo talk fo. Jon's 
too attached. Or am | that arrogant? 

The sun is relentless and prods me until | roll out of bed and pull on my favorite plaid lounge pants. Yeah yeah, 
call me old. Those fuckers are comfy. | stuff my room key into the pocket and peek out. The hallway is empty 
as | hurry to Tico's door and knock. 

"David?" Tico answers the door, surprised to see me so early, "What's happening, man?" 

My eyes gave him a quick once over, taking note of his dark chest hair and muscled arms. Up to his tousled 
hair. Fuck, he still makes me feel like a naughty schoolboy. "Sorry it's early, but | need your help.advice and 
you're the only one | can come to about this particular situation’ 


Nice way of saying, Hey you fuck me in the ass so hm coming to you with all my shit 


Tico studied my face closely, frowning slightly before standing aside to silently let me in through the door. He 
closed it quietly, deliberately, the sound of the lock clicking into place was loud in the silence. 


| walk over to the sofa and kneel in front of it, waiting for him to sit above me. "Tell me," Tico said simply. 
A small sigh escapes my lips. "I--| got myself into something and not sure how to handle it. I'm confused, Sir." 
Boy, | haven't called him that for a while. The word left a sweet taste on my tongue. "With Jon. He came into 


my room last night." 


"Oh?" he says and steeples his fingers beneath his chin, "You're not telling me the whole story, are you, my 
pet? Continue." 


"I tried to.| don't know..stop?" Tico's hand came down hard on my cheek. "I fucked him, Sir. | fucked Jon" 


"That's a good boy. It wasn't that hard to just say you fucked him, was it now?" His fingers caress the 
pinkness from the impact and | lean into that touch. "What did Jon do?" 


| swallow hard and remember the delicious thoughts. "He asked me to hold him. His hand kinda trailed down my 


chest and stomach. Before | know it, he's holding my cock and begging me to fuck him." | shake my head. "And | 


fucked the shit out of him until he collapsed on the bed" 
"And how did that make you feel, my pet?" Tico asks. 


"Powerful..yet | woke up this morning feeling guilty." There was a tugging in my groin and | move my hands 


over to try and hide it. 


Tico smirks down at me. "Stand up." | do as he commands and stand in front of him. Tico curls his fingers into 
the soft fleece of my pants and yanks them to my ankles. "Did you like fucking Jon? Did you do it how | used 
to fuck you, my pet?" 


"Yes, Sir. Buried my cock in his ass until he was screaming and writhing under me," | respond and gasp as his 
hand smacks the underside of my erection 


"And is that why you came to me this morning? Do you want that again?" Tico asks with a snarl, "Or are you 


looking for my approval for taking on a new lover?" 


Fuck Tico was full of questions. Should have known he'd ask. "Both, Sir. | need to know how you can so easily do 
it without feelings and emotions getting in the way." 


"Who says they don't get in the way, my pet?" he replies and walks slowly around me, "You just need to learn 
how to compartmentalize them. Who's emotions and feelings exactly, are we talking about?" 


| squeeze my eyes shut and mutter, "Mine. Jon's been my brother for 35 years. Obviously, | love him in some 
capacity, but | can't take getting emotionally involved in another person. | cant" My long curls hung in curtains 


around my face as my head bows. 


Tico's feet stop in front of me and my heart pounds. He grips my chin hard and forces me to look at him. 
"Then you need to be honest with Jon, my pet" He rears back and | feel the sting of his palm against my 
cheek as stars explode behind my eyelids. "Now," he turns from me, "what do you think you deserve for your 
indiscretion?" 


"Master's pet deserves to feel Master's cane for being unable to control his emotions," | breathe out and my 


cock twitches in agreement. 


With a move faster than lightning, he grabs a fistful of my hair, drags me to the table and pushes me down 
onto the cold. "Stay!" 


| listen to him unzip his bag and shift several items around. Several drops of pre-cum drools from my cock 
head and down my thighs. | miss the anticipation and jump when a loud crack rings out near my ear. "Is this 


what you want, my pet?" 


"Yes, Master. Please, Master," | beg and wiggle my ass for him. 


The thin wood taps against my sensitive flesh, warming it up to get the blood flowing. With the first crack, | 
jump and inhale sharply. Two..Three.Four.l'm fighting to keep my breathing even. The fifth crack makes me 
rock forward onto my toes and my fingers curl. 

"Have you become soft over time, pet?" 


"No, Master," | reply, shaking my head vigorously. 


"Let's see, shall we?" The wood whistles through the air and hits with more force. My knees nearly give out 
and | whimper. "Looks like my perfect pet has become a pathetic pussy." 


Harder and harder he whips me and my eyes roll back into my head. | feel my ass stressing under the abuse, 


but | moan to urge him on. "Your pet can take it, Master.” 

‘Is this what you wanna do with Jon? Do you wanna see him beg for you to hurt him?" Crack 

"Yes, Master." 

"Do you want him to call you Master and obey you?" Crack 

"Oh god yes, Master." 

Crack..Crack..Crack.. 

"Do you want to see him break like you're going to?" Crack 

"Fuck..Yes, Master." My cock was throbbing for a desperate release. 

"Louder! | didn't hear you." 

"Yes, Master," | say a little louder and my voice cracks. My balls tighten as each impact makes me shake. 


"Your ass will always belong to me. You're nothing without me, you pathetic." Crack "little." Crack "Jew." 


Crack..Crack 


The pain overwhelms my body. | grunt as my cock pulsates and white cum streams onto the table and floor. 


"Master..yes Master," | moan in a mantra rhythm. He tosses the cane to the floor and yanks me by the hair. 


"On your knees, slut. Maybe you'll learn something," Tico growls and | obey, dropping to my knees. He pulls his 
shorts down enough for his cock to spring out and rubs it over my lips. "Suck it, my pet" 


| slide my tongue along the large vein and work up the saliva. Tico holds my curls and forces himself into my 


throat. He knows | can handle it. Always could. | close my lips and let him fuck my mouth at his will. 


"My little faggot loves sucking his Master's cock, doesn't he?" He pulls me back and moans at the string of 


saliva joining us. 


"Yes, Master. | love sucking Master. Thank you for letting me please you, Master," | groan before bobbing my 


head along the shaft. It swishes around and | make a delicious slurping noise. 

"That's it, my pet. Faster. | want you to choose my cock over breathing. Good boy," Tico groaned. "Make your 
Master proud" | suck back and clench my throat. He pushes my nose into his dark hair and | inhale his scent 
as his cock thickens. 

| hum happily as his cum pours into me and | lick up every drop. "Thank you, Master," and | look up at him 
with content. He sends me to clean up and is pouring another cup of coffee when | return, free of sweat and 
fresh breath. 

He meets me and gives me a sweet kiss. "Do you feel clearer about it all?" 


"| do and | know what | have to do. How do you always know what | need?" 


"Fifteen years as your lover and 3| as your brother, I've learned a thing or two," he responds and hands me 


my fallen pants. "Probably know you better than Lexi or April did” 


| pull on my pants and give him a hug. "You've always been the best." | was nearly at the door when Tico said 


something that rang in my head. 

"A dominant will always have feelings for their submissive." Tico opened the door for me and | cross the 
threshold into the hallway. "Better to embrace it than fight it" | turned back to question him, but the door 
was already closed. 

"Lema?" | froze at the gentle behind me and mouthed ‘Fuck to myself. 

| spin around and gave Jon a cheerful smile. "Morning, Jon" Shit was that too cheerful? 


"Whatcha doing with T?" he asked, a quizzical look brushed over his face. 


My eyes slid to the closed door and back to Jon. "Advice. He's an old man. Needed help with..an accordion part.” 
An accordion part? Really? Youre the only geek that would ever pick up that instrument in a rock band 


"Huh? Wouldn't have thought Teek could help you with that?" Jon shook his head in confusion. 


"He's full of tricks and surprises," | respond and start towards my room. 


"So, um- about last night," Jon hedged near the door. 
| slid the key in the lock and push the door open. "What about it?" 
"Can | come inside? Please?" Jon grins at me. 


Fuck, Rashbaum, don't do it. Dont fucking do it. "Sure. Yeah, no problem." | stood aside to let Jon into the room, 
his fingers gingerly trailing across my chest tattoo. You fucking idiot. 


"So last night was amazing," Jon says as he wanders to the bed. He slides onto the rumpled sheets and lays 
back, propping himself up with his elbows, legs splayed and dangling over the edge. 


‘lm glad you enjoyed yourself," | reply, turning on the coffee maker and ignoring the twisting in my stomach. 
He looks beautiful and his invitation couldn't be any more obvious. Control yourself. Remember Ticos control 
"Coffee?" My inner Joker snorts and doubles over in laughter. 

"Hmm.maybe with a little cream?" he shrugs. 

| look over at him and smirk, propping a hand on my hip. "You never take cream in your coffee." 

"Did | say | wanted it in my coffee?" Jon's hand slides to his dick and squeezes. 

"Jon," | said, beelining and supporting my arms on either side of his head. "What happened last night shouldn't 
have. Not with the emotional state you've been in" Hell, | even surprise myself with the steadiness of my 
Voice. 

"The fuck with my emotional state! It has nothing to do with it," he replies taken aback. 

"You wouldn't have come in here if Richie were still around, would you?" Oh, here we go. Ne job, asshole. 
"Leave him outta this!" Jon spits as he tries to stand up, any possible escape off the bed blocked by my arms. 
My jaw tightens and | lift my hand, bringing it down swiftly against his cheek. "Answer me, pup." 

"Fuck you D!" Jon snarled rubbing at his cheek 

"I said," my hand slaps him again. "Answer me. Answer me like a fucking man or I'll treat you like a little bitch." 


"No! No, | probably wouldn't have come to you if he were here!" Jon yells, hurt and angry, "Ya happy now?!" 


| smirk down at him and run the back of my fingers over the sting marks, dropping my lips on his to silence 


him. "Kneel on the bed" | straighten up to allow him enough room to move. 


"What the hell for?" He retorts. 
"If you want me and you want me to fuck you, you'll kneel and listen." 


Jon searches my face for a moment, then slowly moves as he was told to do. His face betrays him and shows 


the heartache of remembering Richie. 


| let out a long breath and turn off the coffee making, slowly stirring in the sugar and creamer. "Rule one: | 


don't make love..| fuck." My words came out as a snarl, "Hard." 


Jon couldn't control the shudder of desire that ran through him at the way David said it. His eyes flutter 
closed briefly and a breathy sigh escapes his lips. 


"I don't do romantic relationships anymore," | say, sipping at the delicious coffee. "Rule Two: When we're alone, 


you will only address me as Sir. Not Lema, DB, Dave or David. Understand?" 

"Ye-yes, Sir," Jon breathes. 

| took another long sip and set the mug down. "Rule Three: When waiting for me or in my presence, you'll 
always be naked and kneeling with her head bowed. Hands palm up on your thighs and you do not speak until 
spoken to. Understand?" 

Jon clears his throat slightly before answering, "Yes, Sir.” 

Final rule is you'll be at my disposal. When | want to fuck you, I'll fuck you. When | want you to suck me, you'll 
get on your knees and give me that pretty little mouth." | stroke his chin and slap him. "You're mine to use. 
Understand?" 

"Oh god," Jon murmurs under his breath, "Yes, yes please, Sir." 

| smile and trace my thumb over his bottom lip. "Such beautiful lips. | can't wait to see them kiss swollen and 
whimpering for me..begging for release." | lean in and capture that lip in mine, suckling at it and pulling at Jon's 
hair. 

Jon whimpers under the assault on his mouth. He's suddenly released, his head spinning. Something catches his 
eye on my hip, just on the edge of the waistband, as | straighten. "What's that?" he asks and reaches out to 
touch the area. 


"Don't worry about it," | reply, catching his hand and moving out of his reach. 


Jon crawls off the bed as | walk to my coffee. "No, let me see. | need to know if you need medical assistance." | 


wasn't quick enough and he pulls my pants away from my body. 


"Jon.come on." Its no use. He sees the bruises from the table earlier. "I bumped my keyboards." 


"You know that set up better than anyone and you know how to move around it" His fingers trace over the 


black and purple marks. 
| try to ignore his eyes and drink my coffee. "I'm also accident prone, remember?" 


"Not that much! Is there any more?" He asks and yanks the fabric down, exposing the brutal bloodied marks 
that cover my ass and upper thigh. "What the fuck?!" 


"Jon." 
"Nol Tell mel" Jon grabs and spins me around to face him. "Who the hell did that?" 
My eyes close tight and all | want is to be anywhere but here. "If | tell you who, you can't freak out or 


overreact." Jon nods. "Tico. He..l asked him too." | pull away and sit on the bed, wincing at the contact. "I've been 


his submissive for years. Since my divorce from Lexi, | took on learning the Dominant role to gain back the 


control | lost with her. ' 
"Ti- Tico did that to you?" Jon gasps, "I mean.. | know he can be a mean fucker, but." 


"This is nothing," | confess, closing my eyes to block out his worried stare. "I've gotten worse where | can't get 


out of bed" 
"Show me?" Jon asks softly, "Show me again" 


His request made me do a double take. "Just.be careful" | stand and turn around with a sigh, waiting for his 


response. 
"Okay. | promise." Jon curls a finger into the waistband and gently pulls my pants all the way down where | step 
out of them. He folds them neatly and places them on the dresser. He hisses out a sympathetic breath. "Do 
you want me to get a first aid kit from Matt or Dean?" 


| shake my head and point to the table by the window. "There's one in my carry on, always is. Its a black and 
red bag." 


Jon pokes around in my suitcase before coming back with my aftercare bag. | try to open it and grab the 
products | need but he stops me. "Please, Sir.Let me," Jon says. He gets to his knees and lays out the products 
on the floor. 


"Shit," | hiss as he washes the wounds with saline solution and a soft cloth. 


m sorry, oir, Jon murmurs, his aTrention on The MosT severe o e wounds. 
"Im sorry, Sir," J his attention on the most f the wound 


| look in the wall mirror and see him behind me. His face twists with lines of pain and | sigh in relief as he 


spreads a thin layer of arnica gel. “Johnny, how do you know what to use?" 


"Richie..he and l." he starts to say but can't continue, swallowing heavily around a lump that had formed in the 


back of this throat. 

"You didn't just lose a band member or lover..you lost your Master, didn't you?" 

"Yeah." Jon nods. He seems to be fighting with himself before physically shaking himself free of the memories. 
We both are silent for a few minutes. Jon finishes and packs the products back in the bag, | lean on the 
dresser and stare at his bowed form in the mirror. "Did you want me to be your Dominant, Johnny?" | look 


over at him and smile. "Is that why you came to me last night?" 


"l- | didn't- yes, yes | think so. | didn't really think too hard about it. Just something made me come to you." 


Jon replies and inclines to his head upward. "Will you? Please, Sir?" 
"On two conditions..." 
"Anything." Jon bows his head and waits. 


| turn to face him fully and whisper, "First tell me your safe word.and two.." | tilt his head to meet my eyes. 
"You'll allow me to bend you over that bed and fuck you until you forget Richie's name." 


A small sob broke from Jon's lips and his eyes close briefly. He opens them again, clear and certain of the 


future, and said, "My safe word is Prayer, Sir." 


"And mine is Memphis. Now stand up, take off your shorts and bend over the bed for me." | watch as he gets 
to his feet and shucks off his boxers. He bends at the waist. “Spread your legs," and he obeys. "Thats my good 


pup." 


Chapter 3 (Jon) 


Author's Notes: 
Co-Written with BneJovi 


*~ July 2013%~* 
“Ah..Ahhh yes, sir." My cries echo through the hallway. "I'm Master's dirty slut." WHACK! "Ahh, fucking shit!" 


"Wrong," David's low raspy voice groans in my ear. "Try again" WHACK! My shoulders lift and my back arches, 
breath catching in my throat. 


"Oh god, thank you, Master. May | please have another?" | respond. 

He chuckles behind me and the braided leather tails of his flogger sting on my back, sending tingles that spread 
over my skin in vibrating waves. WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! At the end of each tail were sharp tips, tiny teeth 
made of hard leather. 


"You're getting red, pup. Are you gonna cry and plead like you did last night?" David asks in a mocking whine. 


My thighs were quivering and felt like they'd been set on fire. The sting was unlike anything I'd gotten from 


Richie. "No, Master. | wish Master to do with me as Master sees fit," | moan. 


His hands grab my hair and yank my head back. "Cry again and I'll toss your pathetic, worthless cock from my 
room." WHACK! "Or worse." WHACK! "I'll stop touching you. I'll stop." WHACK! "giving the pain you beg for." 


"Yes, Master," | breath out. 


He strikes me four times with intensity heightening. After one particularly hard strike, | jerk in my cuffs and 
the chain pulls at my attached anal plug. | whimper. 


"Does it hurt?" He asks me, a note of amusement in those words. 
"Yes, Master," | reply and my cock twitches. "May | please have more?" 
"Good boy," was all David said and picks up a metal whip that lay beside me. The sound of electricity makes me 


jump and | groan as the chains dance over and shock my skin. | concentrate on the electric jolts, the way it 


flows through my veins. 


"Fuck, Master..Ahhh! Mmmm yes, Master," | say, ass swaying left then right. The violet wands chain sends me 
up to my toes, back arching. He pulls it away and | slump over, continuing this rhythm. David chuckles when he 
touches the chain to the metal plug and the sensation makes me squeal like a little bitch. 


My eyes widen as the chains whip through the air, whistling and striking my ass. "Very good, pup, very good 
indeed," David growls. 


| know I'm bleeding as the coppery smell hits my nostrils. "Fuck! Yes, Master!" His fingers draw down my back 


then are smeared over my mouth. 


‘I've only saved the best for last, pup," he says and | jump when he shows me a shiny scalpel. "Keep real still, 
pup. This will hurt but oh how it will please me." | scream as the blade cuts into my right ass cheek and | 


bury my head into the bedspread. 
| hear a metal cling behind me and his warm hands removing my cuffs and plug. "Thank you, Sir." 


David helps me stand up and work the kinks out in my back "You're such a good boy, Johnny," he says and 
kisses me with a gentleness only he has. "Lay down on your stomach and I'll clean you up." | do as he says and 


lay across the bed, pulling a pillow under my head. 


| watch his beautiful ass cross to his luggage. He grabs his aftercare bag and two bottles of water, handing 
one to me and sits on the bed. His hands are soft as he washes the blood off first then spreads a liberal 
amount of peroxide over the shallow cuts first. 


"Ow," | mutter and he kisses my cheek. 


"Just relax. I'm so proud of you, Johnny. How are you feeling?” David asks me, all trace of Master gone from 


his voice, as he rubs the soothing arnica gel over my back. 


"A little shaky and light-headed," | reply, drinking deeply from the water bottle. | feel him cleaning the wounds 
on my ass. The only two that required more care were the DJB he'd cut into me. David had been hesitant 


when | asked for this but understood it was something | really wanted, 


Besides, we've been play partners for a month now and | wanted a part of him with me. The sex and play have 


been amazing, mind-blowing really, but..there was something | was missing and craving for at this moment. 


He must have noticed my furrowed brows because he smooths my hair and kisses my cheek. "Are you fully 
satisfied, Johnny? I'm getting a feeling you're holding something back from me," David says and finishes 


attending to my wounds, laying on his back across the luxurious bedspread. 


Head to toe he was gorgeous. His curls stuck to his face, laden with sweat. From chest to belly he was 
glistening in the lamplight, and he lifted his arm to me. His signal for me to curl up as part of my aftercare. 


Slowly | slide over and rest my head on his arm. | fidget with his dark chest hair as | hesitate with my answer. 
| know he doesn't want an emotional relationship but | miss the intimacy of that; that Richie and | shared. | feel 


like | need a softer, gentler situation occasionally. A heavy sigh escaped before | could chase it down. 
"Johnny?" David's voice urges, his fingers caressing my cheek. "What is it? I'm here to listen’ 
Its.l just., damn it," | stutter softly, "Can we ah..make love sometime?" 


David rubs his temple and | see the crease in his eyebrow. fuck, | thought. "Jon," he says and | lose my breath 


when he says my name. "|| haven't ‘made love' to someone for years..." 


"LI get that, but | was hoping .. just maybe..we could.negotiate that," | say in a low whisper. "You never stated 


it was a hard limit." 
| watch as David's lips open and close then open once again like a fish out of water. "Jon... think.! think you 
should go back to your suite now," he says and my heart drops. He stands from the bed and my hand grabs 


for him but | miss. | watch him walk to the window and stare out into the night, his arms crossed, a shoulder 


leaning on the frame. 
"Sir, please, just hear me out," | beg. 


"I said go back to your room, pup," he commands without turning to me. "I'll let you know when | need to fuck 


you again." 

Fuck! | knew I shouldn't have said anything, | think as | pull my sweats up, / dont want fo be alone tonight. | walk 
over to him and kiss his shoulder, "Goodnight Sir." | leave the suite quietly and make my way to my own suite, 
cursing myself with each step. 


--David-- 


Fuck..fuck..fuck! Goddamnit, why did he have to ask? | thought, the rabbit in my head running in circles. Could 
have just finished his aftercare and gone to sleep. But he just had fo pull out this romance shit: 


| ring my fingers through my messy curls, watching lightning bolts dance across the night sky. "Fuck, Jon" It 
came as more of a whimper and | hate that. The rules had been simple ones but humanity is a cruel fucking 


mistress. She'll knock you on your ass when you least expect it. 


Or a cock blocker. Maybe a little. What's wrong with wanting to just casually fuck and whip your bandmate and 
best friend? Why can't romance shit stay out of it? 


Because its human nature, bozo, | hear a voice in my head say. You just prefer to hide it 


" just because romance has screwed me over.." | answer aloud, pushing away from the window and staring at 


the rumpled sheets. 

That doesn’t mean Jon will do the same thing a second voice piped in. 

| can't risk it" | pick up the various toys and bring them to wash in the bathroom sink 
dust stick to what you know. Smack and whip his ass, call him a dirty whore.. 


"But obviously he's wanting more than | can provide." | soap up the metal anal plug and chains, washing it 


thoroughly and dried it 

ft won't hurt to treat him once and awhile. You know how to be romantic and charming 

"Then what do | do?" Next, | clean my blades, staring for a moment at the drops of Jon's blood 
Spit on his asshole and fuck hm until he forgets 

| roll my eyes at the evil voices suggestion "Not exactly what | was thinking.” 

How did you show Tico that romantic appreciation, whether you did it consciously or not? 


My lips purse at the thought. Tico never did ask for romantic gestures as much as devotion. "Oh..yeah.. | 


guess | can do that much...” 

Pussy, the devil side spits. 

"Asshole!" 

Then Tico's voice intruded his mind and growled, "Now that's my good little submissive." 
"Jesus T, not you too?!" 

Now its a party! 


"So do any of you fuckers have a plan?" 


"Thought so! Good! | can forget about all of this now." | take all the clean toys and pack them back into my play 


bag, but then Tico's voice intrudes my thoughts once more. 

Jon always uses the sauna after each concert. You know this from either going with hm or peeking in to watch, 
"Shut the fuck up T! You had to remind me of that, didn't you?" | jump when the phone rings and pick it up, 
hitting the answer button "T.uh yeah..no | was just talking to myself. Yes again.No | wasn't yelling at you.No it 
was..a game show..on TV. Dumb fuck got the answer wrong. Hey wait.has Jon by chance used the sauna here? 


You did? How long ago? T, | need to go. Yeah, talk later." 


| hang up on Tico and quickly dial to the spa "Four Seasons Spa, how may | assist you?" The cool female voice 


purred. 

"Lema Moon, Room 908. Could | book the sauna out completely?" 

"For this evening, sir?" 

"Yes..the entire evening," | reply. 

"We currently have a guest in one of the booths." 

"He's with me..And could you all bring in extra towels?" 

‘Of course, sir. Would you like some chilled sparkling water as well?" 

"That would be great," | respond with a wide grin. 

"That will be taken care of, sir, and added to your room charges. Will there be anything else?" 
| stopped for a moment then spoke once more, "Some stemless strawberries and a variety of massage oils." 
"That can be arranged and will be waiting upon your arrival. Have a great night, Mr. Moon" 
Finally, now the fun can start! Which flogger will be you bringing’? 

"None." 

Pussy. 

"You know, l'm getting tired of you." 

Feelings mutual, buddy. 


"Time to fuck off now, fucker." The tiny devil poked my brain with his pitchfork, gave me the finger and 


disappeared. 

About time he leff, the angel straightens his yarmulka. 

"Same for you." 

Leh lehizdayen! The angel gave me the finger as well and disappeared. Pretty bad when even your conscience 
tells you to fuck yourself. | pull on a pair of shorts with a t-shirt, grab a towel and room key, and step into 


the hallway. | take in a deep breath and walk towards the elevators. 


"There goes my good little submissive," Tico's voice comes from behind me. | look back but he's already closing 


his suite door. The elevator door dings and | shake my head. 
its now or never, | thought. 
| aint gonna live forever, the little devil pops his head back in. Miss me? 


| said fuck off, Joker! 


Chapter 4 


Author's Notes: 
Had a great time writing this with BneJovi 


Jon checked in at the front desk of the sauna He signed in and was allocated a spar robe and locker to store 
his clothes and room key. He stripped and put the robe on, grabbed a bottle of water and made his way to the 
sauna booth beside the large hot tub. 


He was thankful for the privacy of the booth since he knew he'd be marked and raw from the scene with 
David earlier. He slipped the robe off and hung it on a hook and set the controls for heat settings and times. 


The temperature in the booth started to increase immediately and a burst of heated steam started filling the 
space. Jon grabbed his water and spread a spa towel down on the cushioned surface and laid down on his 


stomach. His gaze strayed to the bubbling water of the hot tub, mesmerizing him into a light sleep. 


David slipped into the sauna area and saw the tray of strawberries and grapes on one of the tables. The 
temperature had been warmed up and the large hot tub jets were running. He locked the door behind him and 


tossed his towel onto one of the benches. 

He could see Jon resting in one of the booths and his mouth hanging open. Jon always could power nap 
anywhere and everywhere. David chuckled to himself and breathed in deep. The cool tiling made him shiver and 
he slid the booth door open then shut it softly, reaching over and changing the color of the lights to a soft 
blue. 

"Jon?" 

"Hmmph." David smiled and walked over to Jon, hovering above him and opening one of the bottles he held of 
chilled sparkling water. Ever so gently, David inclined the bottle and allowed the water to drizzle down Jon's 


back. 


"What the fucklll" Jon woke with a gasp and arched away from the chill down his spine. He heard a devious 
chuckle from behind him. 


"Wake up, Sunshine," David cooed, holding the cold bottle against the wounds on Jon's ass. 
"Jesus Christ, Lema, get that off me!" Jon tried to squirm away from the chill 


"Now that's not asking nicely, is it?" David leaned down and ran his warm tongue where goosebumps were 


raised. "Better?" 


"Yes, thank you," Jon mentally shook himself awake and answered appropriately. He inhaled sharply when he felt 
David drizzle more of the water over his back then his warm tongue following the trails, lapping the water 


from hollows on Jon's back and following with soft, small kisses. 


David moaned in delight and said, "See what happens when you talk ricely." He straightened up and gazed down 
at Jon. "Sit" 


Jon rearranged himself gingerly on the bench to a sitting position and waited. David's fingers splayed on Jon's 


chest and leaned him back, his arms resting on the bed behind. "Comfy?" David asked. 


Jon nodded, "Yes Sir." He was slightly confused as to what was happening but he wasn't going to complain just 


yet. 
"Good because. was in the wrong to dismiss you the way | did,’ David said, sinking to the floor on his knees in 
front of Jon and looked up into his eyes. "I'm here to..renegotiate our terms." He slid his hands up Jon's legs 


and thighs, resting his palms and his eyes sparkling in the blue light. 


"Ohl" Jon breathed, barely able to believe what was happening. He swallowed heavily and chewed on his lip 
slightly, the stirrings of lust and desire already heavy in his veins. 


David bowed his head and his curls fell like curtains around his face. "I ask you as your Dominant, do you wish 


to continue our arrangement?" 


‘Oh yes..Sir," Jon breathed. His heart was thudding within the confines of his chest wall, his cock was thickening 
and twitching. 


David's hand wrapped around Jon's cock, stroking it slowly. "Tell me what you need and want from me," he said, 
less in a dominating tone and more of a submissive wishing to please voice. He licked from base to top and just 


under the head. 


Jon shook his head slightly, his thoughts scattered at the change in the man before him and the way he was 


stroking him. "l- | want you. To love me.. make love to me." 


David's tongue swirled around the head and licked at the small slit. "Why do you wanna love someone as broken 


as me? You know everything I've been through...” 
"Permission to speak freely?" 
"Granted." 


"You're not the only one broken. We've known each other for what seems like forever. You've been there for 


me from the word go and for that, | will forever be grateful for" Jon reached out and cupped David's face, 


"And now..when | needed you after Richie left, you were there again. I've been a fool for way too long and now 
its time for me to be there for you.” 


David gave a small smile. "Those five words you swear to me?" He asked with a wink, slipping his lips over Jon's 
shaft and showing just how deep he could take him. 


"Ooh!" Jon gasped as his cock hit the back of David's throat. His head dropped to one side as he watched the 


blond curls bounce as he took him in again slowly. 


David pulled off with a small gag and a long strand of saliva connecting him to Jon. He licked and slurped it then 
groaned, "Tell me your terms and conditions. Tell me what you expect, and I'll tell you what | can give." His hand 
stroked and twisted Jon's cock, David's tongue and lips exploring under and taking each ball into his warm 
mouth. 


"l- | don't need the hearts and flowers, sir," Jon panted, "Just a night every.. oh god.every now and again of. 
of. Tenderness. | don't need you to declare your love, | just need to feel it or the semblance of it." His arms 


grew tired so Jon reached out to tangle his fingers in David's hair, the soft curls glowing in the light. 


"Will that make you happy?" David asked before swallowing Jon once more, his head bobbing and his mouth 
sucking and slurping along the shaft. "Will it make you happy if | laid you in my bed on your side and pressed 
myself against your back?" 


"Yesss," Jon whispered. He squeezed his eyes shut against the sudden overwhelming emotion that flooded 


through him. 


David pulled off Jon's cock and sat back on his heels. "Hmm..Get into that position. | need to check something," 
he said with a smile. Jon blinked a couple of times but did as he was told, thinking it was a good thing the 


benches were quite wide. 


"Now, curl up your knees and kinda stick out your ass," David said and Jon obliged. "Hmmm.something doesn't 
look right." He examined Jon's form then nodded, climbing up behind him on the bench and sliding his arm under 
Jon's head. 


David adjusted himself and pulled Jon into his body, the two men fitting together like two perfect puzzle pieces. 
He wrapped his other arm around Jon's waist, fingers grazing down his side. "Tell me what would make you 


happy now," David whispered in Jon's ear. 
| want to feel you take me slowly until you can't stand it anymore," Jon said, "Or you could hold me..like this." 
David lifted Jon's leg and draped it over his own, spitting on his fingers silently and reaching down to tease his 


lover's puckered entrance. "Right here?" David asked, slowly pressing a lone finger past the tight ring of 


muscles. 


‘Oh..yeah, right there.." Jon swallowed down a sob. The long months since Richie left and since he'd felt an 
embrace like this seemed like an eternity away. The small part within him that needed love to survive drank 


deeply from the feel of David's arms, warmth, and heartbeat around him. 


"| don't think I've really taken the time to caress every crevice and curve in your body," David confessed. 
"Such a tragic mistake on my part" His fingers stretched out and prepared Jon. He pulled out and spit on his 


hand once more, this time slathering it over his cock. 


David kissed Jon's back and neck, his blunt head slowly piercing Jon. Rather than the brutal fucking David 
typically gave him, he pushed until he was buried to the hilt and allowed Jon to feel every ridge and vein 


"Please..more?" Jon whimpered and reached behind him to grasp at David's hips. 


"As you wish..lover," David whispered the last word into Jon's ear, his free hand reaching to massage Jon's 


stomach. He slowly rotated his hips up and around, his cock brushing each internal wall. 


"Ahh," Jon's fingers curled into David's, interlocking their fingers as his prostate was hit. "Oh god." The arm 
under his head bent, holding him against David's chest. His eyes were fixated on the pool just outside the 
booth. 


He admired how the subtle lights underwater transitioned from blue to purple and back again. "You know I'd 
do..anything...to make you happy, Johnny," David moaned, 


"Just be..you," Jon replied softly, "Just you.” 


David turned Jon's face to look into his eyes. "Then get on top and show me yourself. That would make 
me..very very happy," he groaned. 


"Yes, Sir," Jon nodded, disengaging himself and stood as David shifted on the bench. He sat on his heels between 
David's legs and just stared at the blonde, drinking in the sight before him, conscious of the blue eyes watching 
him. 


He smiled softly and placed a kiss over his heart before shifting over David's body and impaling himself slowly. 
Jon felt David bend his knees slightly and lift his hips up to meet him. His eyes closed, savoring each sensation, 
his head dropped to the side as he sighed softly. 


"You're so beautiful, Johnny," David whispered, reaching out to holding Jon's waist with one hand and grasping 


his cock in the other. He smiled as he stroked it and Jon's breath faltered. 


Jon slowly moved up and forward, down and back, his hand laying on David's chest for support. With each 
backward thrust, David would push up to bury deep into Jon 


"Oh.ju- just there," Jon moaned on one particular thrust, curling his fingers into the flesh beneath him leaving 


crescent-shaped indents. 


"Is this what you want? To feel my cock slowly push in and out? Look into my eyes, Johnny," David groaned. 


‘Feel every vein and pulse. Feel what you do to me." He flexed that muscle and made his cock twitch inside Jon 


Jon opened his eyes with a small "Ohl". David's eyes had taken on a different quality to what he normally would 
have seen in their play sessions; this was kinder, softer even. Instead of constricted and dark blue with 


dominance, the pupils were dilated slightly and the blue was bright and sparkling. "Yes, Sir." 


David stroked Jon's cock a little faster, the head-turning purple. "What do you feel, Johnny?" His raspy voice 
was now breathy and panting. 


"Perfect Imperfection, Sir. The good..ahh..the dark..the..the.." 

"The what?" 

"The..you.finally," Jon moaned, tears falling from the corner of his eyes. "Oh god.finally..” 

David smiled up at him and reached to wipe away the tears with his thumb. "Fuck, Johnny.so close." His hips 
bucked up as his balls tightened, his cock throbbing inside Jon. David felt the pleasure grip his entire body and 
soul. His face contorted in ecstasy and he held Jon tight. 

Jon swelled in his hand and the man's body convulsed as he was pushed over the edge. "Oh..David..:fuck l'm 
coming, D.." His cum spurted over David's chest and stomach as the other bucked hard and filled up his 
insides, hot and creamy. 

For several minutes, both men could only stare at each other panting and sweating, their breath mingling in 
the moist humid air. David fingered a few stray locks from Jon's forehead and caressed his cheek. "Is this 


what you had in mind, Johnny?" David asked softly. 


Jon's eyes took on a dreamy sheen and small half smile lit his mouth as he leaned down to kiss David softly, 


murmuring "Thank you," against his lips. 

David pulled from the confines of Jon's body and shifted them onto their sides, legs still tangled and arms 
wrapped around the other. Quiet, passionate kisses were shared and Jon buried his head into David's chest. "We 
can set aside once every other week for this. Does that work? Your aftercare will not change. I'll still hold you 
until you fall asleep," David said, internally cursing himself for his doubting argument earlier. 

"That works for me," Jon replied in a muffled voice. 


"We've been in here over an hour and should get you out of the heat," David suggested. 


Jon looked up at him with a lopsided grin. "Yeah..we should" Yet he made no move to disentangle himself from 


David. 

‘Let's at least get you to one of the beds by the pool” Jon nodded and slowly stood up with David's help. 
"What if someone comes in?" Jon asked, his hands wrapping around David's neck. 

David grinned wickedly. "| rented it out for the night. It's all ours." 

Jon's eyes went wide and he kissed David, turning to leave the booth. David watched him slide the door open 
and jump happily into the heated pool. He leaned against the doorway and smiled, inclining his head as Jon gave 
him a come-hither glance. 

Fuck you, Rashbaum. You should feel lke an asshole. 

"Why?" David replied to the voice in his head, not realizing he spoke out loud. 


| want you To join me," Jon said with a shrug. 


This is all he wanted David grinned at the inner voice and stepped into the pool, tying his hair back and wading 


towards his..lover. 


Chapter 5 (David) 
%-*September 2013%~* 


If you had told me that I'd be romantically involved with a man, | would have said you're crazy. But here | am. 
Fifty-one years old with butterflies in my stomach, strolling barefoot down the carpeted hallway of a five- 


star hotel we're staying in currently. 


In the three months after Richie's departure, Jon had come to rely more on me professionally and personally. 
Sometimes he wouldn't talk to any of us away from business meetings. Even then it was through email or the 


occasional sheet of paper under our doors. 


| was still there for him when he needed that rock and stepped in to help direct soundchecks, or when he 
needed a setlist made. He never had to ask twice, and | always delivered. Then one night in June, | don't know 


what broke him..but he did. 


Fast asleep in my room and a bottle of wine left open on the nightstand, | heard soft sniffles in the dark and 
felt him crawl into my bed. First, it was his hand exploring under the blanket, but soon he was straddling my 


waist. 


That was the first night we fucked and several more followed. Some nights he would call or text, asking me to 


come to his room. Sometimes there would be little to no foreplay. He'd simply request that | force him over 


the bed and fuck him, drunk and sober. 


Other times he'd want something more romantic or kinky. | was happy to oblige both requests. You can ask me 
a million and one times why would | do this for Jon. I'll give you the same answer each time. Because | enjoy 


making him happy and | love him. 

He's my best friend and my brother. Plus it makes me feel wanted and appreciated. Though if | had to be 
honest with you, part of it was to ease the pain Richie inflicted on him. Sexually I'd been mentored by Tico as a 
dominant, so it took little effort to slide into that mode for Jon. 

| knock on his door and straighten out my black shirt. The damn thing always got wrinkled, no way to avoid it. 
Not that it would be on for very long. It never did with him. My heart leaps as he opens the door and stands 
there in his favorite pair of jeans; the ones that hung low on his hips. 

"Right on time," Jon gives me a big smile and stands to the side. His voice sends a shiver down my spine. 


"Have | ever been late for you, Johnny?" 


He gives me a beautiful smile and closes the door, securing the lock in place. "Not in 35 years." His lips press 


against mine. | let out a soft moan as his tongue teases mine. My hand cups his cheek and | allow my thumb 


to caress his skin, raising goosebumps. "You're the one constant thing | can rely on," he whispers. 


‘I'm always here for you," | reply, pushing my hips to him and feel his arousal. His nimble fingers push the 


buttons of my shirt through their holes, hands drawing it off my shoulders and he folds it neatly on the chair. 
"May | remove my pants? They're very tight," he asks, his voice taking on a subservient quality. 

"Please do," | grant him the desired permission. Jon licks his lips at the noticeable bulge in my pants, wiggling 
his ass at me and tugging his jeans to his ankles. "Don't keep me waiting, Johnny." | brought my hand down on 


his ass hard. 


Jon squeaks, falling to his knees and bowing his head to kiss my feet. His eyes found mine. "I submit myself for 


your pleasure," he whispers. 


He trembles as my fingers weave through his hair and lays his head into my hand. "You enjoy Daddy's touch, 
don't you?" | ask him, pulling those locks just enough for his lips to part. 


"Yes, Sir. | ache for your touch every night," he said and | take notice that his normally deep voice was much 
breathier. | could always melt him with a single stare. He was my clay to mold and shape, the only one besides 
Tico that knew me inside and out. 

| reach down and examine his cock, nodding in approval as he twitches it in my grasp. "Such a good boy. You 
learned a new trick?" He nods excitedly. "Do it again for Daddy." He did and | reward him with a swipe of my 
finger over the glistening head. 

He watches as | lick off his juice and bites his lip. "Do | taste good, Daddy?" Jon asks. 

"You do. Would you like a taste?" | offer. 

"Yes please, Daddy." 


| swipe my finger again and he gasps. "Here you go, baby boy." | hold my finger out to him and he nips 
playfully at it. "Hey! That was not nice," | scold and slap his face. 


Jon pouts. "But | want to taste you." 


My hand grips his hair and | drag him over the soft carpet. "What did | say about biting?" | ask him, yanking 
his head back to look at me. 


"But | didn't mean too!" He exclaims, maybe a little too loud. 


| spit in his face and snarl, "Little One, | gave you your rules months ago. If you're not gonna follow them, I'm 


not gonna pay attention to you and | sure as hell won't waste my time.” 


"Don't ignore me, Daddy," he whimpers. His eyes widen and lips quiver. Normally that always did the trick. Not 
this time. Instead, | slap him harder on the face, enough to leave a red handprint. | grab his chin and place my 


face an inch from his, a smile twisting into a smirk. 


"You dare make demands of me? Do you wish to play traditional Daddy where | put you in the fucking corner 
for two hours? You could sit there and stare at nothing, not have the pleasure of Daddy's touch. Does my 


precious baby want to run the show?" 
His eyes stay locked on mine. He doesn't dare turn away when | put my foot down. "N-no, Sir..Please..” 


"Or Daddy can play your games with you." | throw him onto his stomach and straddle him from behind. From 
my back pocket, | retrieve my knife and pop out the blade in front of his eyes where | have his full undivided 


attention. 
"Daddy, no..don't hurt me." He cries. 


| hold his head back and lower the blade to his neck, pressing against the flesh enough for him to feel the 
sharp cold metal. | laugh and whisper hotly in his ear, "When you start to fuck with Daddy, Daddy will fuck 
with you right back." 


"Yes, Sir." He whimpers as | knick his neck slightly, enough for one tiny drop of blood to ooze out. "Ahh." | lean 
down and trail my tongue over the Crimson, lapping up the sweet liquid and sharing it with Jon. His lips and 
tongue kiss me back hungrily. 


"What are you?" | ask 


‘lm Daddy's naughty little boy." | spank his ass hard several times, Jon crying out with each lashing. | lower 
myself onto the sofa, leaving him naked and exposed on the floor. 


"Indeed you are. Crawl to me." Jon crawls on his hands and knees in front of me and looks up expectantly. | rub 
my aching cock through my pants, pulling the zipper down and releasing it from its confines. "Suck it and tell 


me how sorry you are." 


Jon is a good boy and kneels between my legs. He licks his lips at the bead of cum | offer to him and lowers 
his head, trailing his tongue from the base to head. "I'm really sorry, Daddy. For all the kisses in the world, I'm 
sorry for hurting you.” 


| groan as he swallows my cock, the tip caressing the back of his throat. "Don't choke, Little One." | always did 
enjoy his lips wrapped around that shaft, loving the warmth and slickness of his mouth. My fingers pull at his 
hair. My little Johnny enjoys making the slurping and sucking noises. "Fuck, baby boy." 


"| promise. I'll be careful with Daddy's cock," he smiled and tugs at the tip, bobbing his head slowly. His tongue 


swirls around the head, sucking it gently between his lips and | allow my head to drop onto the sofa cushion. | 
lift my ass enough for Jon to strip my pants, throwing them over the coffee table. 


"Your mouth is heaven, Johnny," | moan, He lifts a hand to touch my chest and | lay mine on top. Jon tends to 
need some emotional connection and has always been intrigued by my hands. Now he curls his fingers into my 


palm as he gently suckles my balls, taking each in his mouth and caressing them with his tongue. 


"Sir?" His voice is breathless. | gasp when | look down and his eyes lock on mine. Instead of lust and desire, they 


are full of love and need. 
| smile. "Yes?" 


"Will you make love to me?" He asks quietly. | open my arms to him and he crawls into them, handing me a 


small bottle. "|.! wanna feel you inside me, Da--" 

"Say it, Johnny.” 

Jon's eyelids flutter closed for a moment and he breathes in deep. "I wanna feel you inside me..David." 

Its the first time I've allowed him to ask me for it without saying ‘Daddy’ or ‘Sir’. | have to hold back tears of 
sadness. His face shows the pain of breaking a rule. But it's not something | can bring myself to punish him 
for. 

"Hold on. Not here," | whisper, my dominant side fading into the romantic lover. | hold him close to me and 
stand from the couch, his legs and arms wrap around me. | lay him on the bed with a kiss and crawl between 


his legs. "Perfect," | say and rest on my calves. 


| flip open the bottle and pour the clear lubricant onto my fingers. He moans as | slowly moisten his entrance 


and slip a finger past the tight ring of muscle, stretching him carefully and feeling him clench around me. 
"Mmm," he moans. 


"Relax," | breathe and he does, a second finger joins. With my free hand, | wrap it around our dicks and stroke 


them together. 


"David." He reaches up to massage my chest, tracing my Joker tattoo with his fingertips then down to my 
belly. 


A bead of lube escapes and | catch it to coat my cock with. | tease the rim as he strokes himself. "Say it for 


me," | request. "One more time." 


"Make love to me, David," he whispers and spreads his legs for me. | press the head in and he whimpers, 


fingers curling into the bedding. "| need you.." My hands hold his hips as | press into him inch by inch. | fill him 


to the hilt then lean in to capture his lips in a searing kiss. 


| raise my body enough to nearly slip from him, before sucking on his bottom lip and thrusting in hard. Jon 


moans into my mouth. "Jon." | exhale and break the delicious kiss. 
He fingers tangle in my curtain of blond curls. "I know, David" 
| nod and wrap my arms around his neck, laying my weight on his body rocking against him. Jon's eyes slip 


close and his lips part with each breath, his hands grasp at my hips. His soft chest hair rubs against mine and 
| inhale sharply. 


| nip at his shoulder and smile as he pants, "You what, David?" Jon urges me to plunge deeper into his body. | 
oblige and lift myself onto my arms, staring into his beautiful face twisting with each movement. 


"Fuck, Jon.l.." My fingers find a hard nipple and roll it between my fingers, making his hips buck from the bed. 


| trace his bottom lip with my thumb, his low groaning making my cock drive into him harder. Jon looks up at 
me, his face twisting in ecstasy. "Oh god, David.please say it," he moans. 


Our bodies rock in time together, my heart beating from my chest and he lays his hand on it. My breath 
hitches in my throat as | watch my cock slide in and out of him. Its too perfect..too fucking perfect. Jon 
clenches his ass in time with my thrusts. "Fuck Johnny.|t's you," | pant. 


My cock brushes against the small bundles of nerves and Jon's back arches. "Right there, David.goddamnit tell 
me," he begs. 


Our bodies are both shaking as | fuck his ass faster, a light sheen of sweat making us glisten in the lamplight. 


"I fucking love you, Johnny..fuck | love you to heaven and fucking helll" | call out and he pulls me down again 


"Then make me yours, David Rashbaum.please make me yours," Jon pleaded. With a loud shout and convulsing, 
Jon's cock erupts between us. 


My own body follows soon after with a trembling yell of my lover's name, spilling hard into his ass and filling 
him with my warmth. He holds tight around my cock, eyes shut tightly. "Fuck, Jon," | say lowly, a single tear 
escaping down my cheek. 


"David, David, David," he murmurs over again like a mantra. 


"Open your eyes, baby. I'm right here," | answer and wrap my arms around him, making no attempt to 
withdraw from Jon. 


He opens his eyes, blue on blue and pushes the sweaty hair back from my eyes with the side of his palm "Hi," 
he says weakly and kisses my lips tenderly. 


"Hi yourself, sweetness," | reply and reluctantly roll off him. | couldn't bring myself to ask how long, the where, 
why or when. One thing was clear though. Things had changed.the balance had shifted from a casual playful 
dynamic to..something else. 


“Something on your mind?" He asks me. "You look like you're lost in space." 


| look over at Jon and move a strand of hair from his eyes. "Can | ask what you would do if Richie chose to 


come back? It wasn't something | really thought about before..well.now." 
He rolls over and rubs his nose against mine. "He won't." His fingers play with the medallion on my chest. 
If he did though." 


Jon kisses me deeply and his hand trails down to hold me at the hip. "Then he'd find me in your arms, wouldn't 
he?" 


Chapter 6 (David) 


*~*2013 - New Year's Eve¥~* 


Following the final 2013 show, we lined up at the front of the stage. Jon's fist clenched around my shirt behind 
me and | held him tight to my side. We all linked hands as the audience sang to us and bowed, forcing smiles 
for photos with Bergman. 


No one really had a lot to say as we descended below the stage. Jon was right behind me and | could hear him 
coughing. It was a flurry of towels and water. | reached my hand behind and felt his sweaty fingers lock with 


mine. 


Matt led the herd to the convoy of Escalades, | took Jon into one and shut the door. We sat down and Jon 
could do nothing but fall crying into my arms. His body shook with his sobs and his voice was shot. Luckily, he 


never had to say much for me to understand. 
"L-Le-Lema.." He choked out once, but | shushed him. 


"Just be quiet and relax, Johnny.. love you," | whispered and his tears soaked through my t-shirt. The car ride 
back to the hotel was short and we snuck in through the underground car park, rode the elevator to the top 


floor and stepped out into a plush corridor. 


| could tell his physical strength was gone as | carried him to the hotel suite, locking the door after placing the 
‘Do Not Disturb’ sign outside. He said nothing as | undressed us both and brought him into the shower with 


me. 


He stood under that hot water and leaned against me as | lathered up his hair and body. Fuck.. he didn't even 
have the strength to lift his hands. "| haven't felt this drained since 1990," he confessed. It wasn't necessary 


though. I'd known this for weeks, but Jon never wanted to stop. 


Jon couldn't tell the band when we might meet up for a studio session because Jon himself didn't even know 
that answer. The music just wasn't in him. We were all desperate to get as far from the madness, and 


reminders of Richie, as possible. 


Once | dried him off and room service had arrived, our robes lay forgotten over the table and my legs tangled 
with Jon's on the king size bed. The rest of that night was a blur of lovemaking and wine, tears, and kisses. 


That beautiful man rode me until we were crying out in release, his nails digging into me. 


His tears and my embrace comforted him to sleep, giving me a chance to book a private jet for us on my 
phone. After all, | didn't wanna disturb him by getting out of bed. His body was just too warm to leave. A 


month away from all the bullshit was what Jon needed. 


Before anyone protests that he needed to be at home or making contact with Richie, I'll say shut the fuck up. | 


know Jon and | know what he needs. 


| watched Jon roll over in my arms the next morning, pulling me into his lips. "Morning, DB" His breath is warm 
as he groans. | wake him up with small kisses along his collarbone and chest, dipping beneath the covers and 


bringing my man up to heaven 


Yeah, | said, ‘my man’. No matter how much | tried to push it off, he is and was. We don't talk about the 


future. Just the here and now. | can give him what he needs and he gives me what I've been denying myself. 


We take our time in the shower and get dressed. From the suite down to the car and through heavy traffic to 
the airport, he holds my hand like a drowning man grips a lifeline. Vicky doesn't ask questions aboard the jet, 


she never does. 


It's a long flight from Brisbane to the St Barth airstrip. Jon and | drink and kiss for the most part. If he 
doesn't care to talk, | don't force it but he knows I'll listen. Ever since the night | said that | love him, Jon's 


grasped onto that. Hell, so have I. It feels good to love someone again. 


"What's that smile for?" Jon's looking over at me, stroking my cheek with his thumb. | pull him closer and kiss 
his lips sweetly. 


"For you and this escape from reality with you." Okay, so that might sound a little lame. | wait for him to 
laugh. He doesn't. Instead, he props himself on his elbow and plays with my curly hair, twisting a strand around 
his finger and letting it spring back again. 


"I know this is quoting our song but..thank you..for loving me." Jon replied, a slight sheen of tears in his eyes. 


"Always" Now that was lame. But from the tiny smile on his face, Jon doesn't care. He stands and pulls me 


from my seat towards the single bedroom in the back, abandoning our movie and drinks. 


It was a bumpy descent into St Barth, the jet rising and dropping with the strong wind gusts. Outside the 
window, | could see the prominent blue water and sandy beaches. Sometimes this felt more like home than 


Jersey. | turned at Jon's low whimpers. 


"Come on, handsome. You've been through this before," | said, trying to keep my voice steady. In reality, | was 


shitting bricks with each sway. 


"Yeah, doesn't make it any easier," he replied through clenched jaws, "We need a teleporter thing like in Star 


Trek." 


| kiss the back of his hand as the jet inclines forward and the wheels touch down on the runway. Outside, it's 


warm and inviting. Trees and mountains surround the tiny airport, allowing for complete seclusion 


"Mr. Bryan, Mr. Bongiovi, Welcome!” A dark man with a heavy French Caribbean accent greets us. 


Jon's quiet so | open the car door for him and talk to the driver. "No, no we're not up in the hills. No villa Just 
the yacht this time," | tell them and the driver nods, loading our bags into the trunk. Inside the car, Jon is pale 
and curled into himself. "Johnny, you hungry?" 


"Nah..not really," he mumbled, "Tired." 


"| promise, you'll have plenty of time to rest," | whisper and open my arms to him. "Come here, babyboy" Jon 
scooted over to lay his head in my lap and | gently ran my fingers through his hair as the car wound down 


the hills towards Port de Gustavia. 


Okay..so the first week here was uneventful for the most part. As our large yacht traveled along the 
Carribean, Jon was abnormally quiet. He'd curl up to me if | was next to him or nibble on lunch, but he'd 


refused to go outside much. | don't think | really expected anything different. 


Jon's depression had reached its peak two nights ago. He'd drank his way through most of the booze onboard 
after he'd sent me to bed | woke up to him retching and sobbing. He kicked and screamed, punching the wall 


and nearly clocking me in the nose. 


It took me bringing out ‘Master’ for Jon to finally calm. With the promise of ‘therapy’ the next day, he allowed 
me to clean him up and help him to bed. Well, | am a man of my word. Last night after dinner and wine on the 


deck at sunset, | unpacked my play bag and Jon was kneeling naked next to the plush sofa, just waiting for me. 
We were lucky to be far enough from shore that no one could hear Jon's cries and screams. Screams of pain 
and heartbreak. Cries for the loss and betrayal of a brother. Exhaustion, pleasure, love, lust. It poured out of 


him with every lashing of my whip and smack of my twitching palm he could never resist. 


Jon had held back from using his safeword and allowed me to flog and whip him until his eyes glazed over and 


he'd lost himself in subspace. 


| continued checking to ensure Jon was still good to go and gave him lashing after lashing until black and purple 


bruises appeared. Eventually, the bruises became bloody, Jon's skin decorated in crimson 
Then and only then did Jon call out "Prayer.." and | transitioned into our aftercare routine. 


My tongue traced the scar of my initials carved in Jon's ass check, soft whimpers escaping his lips as he sunk 


into the bedding. That was the first night in months that he went to bed with a smile. 


Today has seen an improvement. Jon's outside in the pool and l'm reclined in a chair on the top deck. Of course, 
| chose Jon's favorite purple speedo which left little to the imagination. Luckily his was the only imagination 


present and swimming laps in the crystal clear pool. 


His hair is showing a little more gray these days as he stares out over the blue water. | lick my lips as his 
back muscles flex and he rolls his neck "Do you know what time it is? Time for my lap dance, baby," | tease 


loudly over the stereo music, draining the last of my beer. 


Jon turns around and gives me a pearly white smile, wadding in the chest high water. "Actually | think it's time 


to cool you off, Sir," he retorts. 


| lower my sunglasses and catch his gaze as he swims up to the dock, splashing at me playfully and sticking 


out his tongue. "Hey, that shit's cold! Don't tease if you don't plan to deliver," he joked. 


"Aww," Jon coos, standing up waist deep to show off his glistening shoulders and wet chest hair. | feel tugging 
sensation and try to adjust myself. "I'd never tease you, Daddy. | consider that quite an offensive assumption 


"Assumption? Pup, come closer and I'll show you an assumption," | say in a demanding tone and stand from my 


chair. 


"Oooh, I'm so scared. You got me shaking in my shorts." Jon attempted to swim further into the pool as | dive 
in, only succeeding in being pulled under when | grab his ankle. We wrestle under the water before breaking the 


surface. 


Jon was yelling and | chuckle, holding him in my arms and pushing him against the pool wall. He lifts himself to 
try and escape, only succeeded in putting his ass in my face. "Think | can shake you out of those panties?" | 


snap at the waistband with my teeth. 


"Is that a threat, Sir?" He simpers and wiggles into my face, losing his grip to fall back into the pool. | catch 


him in time and turn him in my arms, his legs wrapping around my waist. 


"Oh no, Johnny baby," | growl lowly, "H's a promise. And you know | never break my promises to you." Jon 


gazes down at me, his eyes full of the same lust and laughter as mine. 


Jon sticks his tongue out at me, an evil smirk gleams on his face as his arms rest on my shoulders. "I couldn't 


ever forget that, Daddy," he whispers. 
| hold him tight and kiss his cheek, asking, "You feeling better today, baby boy?" 


"Yeah | am," Jon nods and kisses the tip of my nose. He smiles down at me as he lays his head on my shoulder. 


His skin is so warm from the bright sun and he relaxes, our bodies drifting in the water and enjoying the view. 


| let out a sigh of contentment as Jon's nose nuzzles into my neck. He thinks | can't hear him sniff but he's 
always been a sucker for my aftershave. He shifts his body and moans as his cock rubs against mine. "You 


sore from yesterday?" | ask him as my hands knead his ass, still feeling slightly guilty about our play time. 


"Yeah mostly my arms and left hip," Jon complains. 


"Want me to make you feel better, baby boy?" He nods at my question and | pull him into a steamy kiss. Our 
lips and tongues tangle in a passionate dance, fingers dancing along the back of his thighs. | reach between us 
and untie Jon's shorts, pushing them off along with my own. 


He moans as | stroke our cocks together in my hand and pinned him against the wall. "Oh god.feels so good” 


My fingers found his tight hole, teasing and stretching, prepping my lover to receive me. | press into him 
painfully slow, holding onto the poolside and his hip for momentum. 


"Mmm you look positively radiant, my love," | groan and slip my tongue between his lips. 


His arms wrap like a vice around my neck, running through my hair. "You've made me feel wanted again, baby." 


Soon his Tongue joins mine and we fall into each other, a taste sweet than any fruit or wine. 


"| don't just want you, Johnny baby," | moan and lean in to whisper into his ear, "I.need.you.." Each word was 


punctuated with a deep hard thrust against Jon's prostate, his lips quivering each time. 


"Then need me harder! Need me again and again," he whimpers, rocking his body into mine. His head fell back as 
| move him from the wall onto the pool steps, laying his body back and kneeling in front of him. My eyes lock 


on his as | sink back into him, piercing his soul. 


| hold his thighs and pull back, plunging back in with renewed vigor. "You're mine, Johnny." Neither of us paid 
attention to our surroundings, too busy in our own world. "That's it, baby..tighten up that ass around 


me..more..” 


Jon's muscles clench around my cock as his back arches, neck straining and inviting. | reach down and firmly 


massage his sweet spot just under his balls. "Fuck, Sir.oh god more," he cries. 


"Since you're being such a good boy." | grip the pool steps for balance, his cock rubbing between us. Jon hooks 
his legs over my shoulders. My tongue trails up his strong calves before | stink my teeth into them. 


Jon yelps in pleasure and pain, his eyes wild as his fingers gouge at my forearms. | wink and smirk at him, 
rolling him onto all fours and fuck my man with abandon. "Your good boy feels like being oh so naughty 
though." 


| bring my hand down with a loud smack against Jon's ass cheek, he moans loudly and | give him another. Over 
and over..deep thrust.pull out..smack.in.out..smack..smack Each time his body jerks from my touch, | calm him 


with my nails down his spine. "Say..you're mine.." Smack! "Who to do you belong to, Johnny?" Smack! 


"Oh god..you, Sir..you, always you. Fu-ck yeah." 


"Cum for me, my dirty little boy," | growl, wrapping my hand around his neck. "Cum for Sir and I'll reward 
you.." | shove into him deep and hard, fast and desperate. My free hand reaches around to stroke his 
tightening cock "Don't you fuckin’ hold back on me. Let yourself go..for me.." 


"Ungh." My lover falls over the edge and cries out in his release, his hot cream neatly falling into the clear 
pool. | soon follow from his body's vibrations, filling him completely. | hold us together, enjoying the tremors 
and aftershocks. Soon | soften and slip from his warmth, but he clutches my arms when | move slightly. 


"No..no..not yet." 


| kiss his neck and up to his ear, snaking my tongue out along the lobe. "I promise.l'm not going anywhere, baby, 


but my legs are going to collapse. How about we go cuddle up in the sun?" 
"Sounds heavenly.. just give me a minute to find the energy to move," he murmurs and | stand slowly, feeling 
my joints popping. | help him onto the large poolside loungers and lay down to hold him in my arms. Being so far 


out, we let the warm sun embrace our nude bodies. 


His toned back presses to my chest and he lays feather soft kisses along my arm. "Do you think we scared 
the staff for life?" Jon asks after a long silence. 


"Does it really matter? They get paid generously for their..complete discretion,’ | reply, nibbling at his ear. 


Chapter 7 (Jon) 


Author's Notes: 
Co-Written with BneJovi 


*~%Jon's POV¥~* 


David and | sat out on the balcony, sipping on a fine Rose wine and watching the sunset as the cruiser sailed 


toward the coastline and the New Year. "Is it strange to make a wish on New Year's?" | ask him. 


He chuckles and offers me a white truffle. "Not at all. Have to admit, it's been one for the books." | savor the 


sweet and inhale David's cologne mixed with sea salt. 


"| don't wanna go home." | rest my head on his shoulder and he gives me that sweet Lema smile. Its something 


| won't ever tire of. 


"We won't just yet, then," he says and kisses me deeply. "We'll stay as far from Jersey for as long as you 
want." My eyes take in the rest of his appearance and my mind wanders to the lustful hours before. 


We'd taken a long steamy shower together earlier and dressed for the party later that night. As he fixed his 
hair, | had come out to find that David had laid out my clothes for me. | smile at the blue shirt. He seemed to 


like me in blue. 


| slipped on the soft black jeans and roll my eyes at how snug they seemed to be. I'm sure he's deliberately 
swapping my jeans for a smaller size just so he can perv on my ass. | chuckle as | pull the shirt on next. | was 


standing at the mirror, drying my hair, when he comes up behind me. 


"Those jeans look mighty fine on you, Johnny," he growls. | lean back into his arms and smile at him, his gray 
shirt with those top three buttons undone and showing off his Joker tattoo makes my mouth positively water. 


"Thank you..you don't look so bad yourself," | smile and turn to face him, tracing my cool fingers over his 
warm chest. He's still damp from the shower and | lick my lips. We didn't make it out to the balcony until an 


hour later. 


The lights of the coastal town started to shine in the distance, little pinpricks of sparkles, as we edge closer 


and closer, eventually the music filtering over the noise of the cruiser slicing through the water. 


David stood and took my glass, setting it with his on the nearby table. "Ready to party? Try and forget 


everything for a while?" He pulls me up and we sway side to side. 


"You know..for someone who once said he hates romance, you do seem to truly enjoy it," | say. He kisses me 
and | melt. 


| never said | don't enjoy it, Johnny," he whispers. "I just swore that I'd never let anyone into that part again" 
He cups my jaw and gives me another kiss. His curls tickle my face and | smile. 


"How hard do | have to knock to get in?" | ask. 
"Oh darlin," David chuckles, "you broke through that barrier already. You have nothing to worry about" 


My heart swells a little hearing those words, just as it did when he said he loved me those few months ago. | 
duck my head a little, nod and smile sweetly up at him. 


The boat pulls up to its slip and the engine cuts off. He takes my hand in his, knowing we are safe here in the 
isolated paradise and leads me onto the dock. 


"I just wanna enjoy the night with you and leave fucking 2013 behind," | confess. 


We stroll up the pathway to Eden Rock and were shown to a table for two toward the back, letting the music 
wash over us as we take our surroundings in. A long platter of local sushi and sashimi was brought to the 


table along with a bottle of wine, several delicate sauces available for us to savor. 


"This," David says, taking the two wine glasses from the waiter and handing one to me, "..is to a new year with 
new adventures..together, whether they be good or bad. Best friends, brothers..and lovers." 


"To.us," | reply quietly as our glasses clink almost soundlessly amid the celebratory noise. | slip my free hand 


down to his thigh and squeeze gently. 


David lets out a low grown and picks up a delicate piece of sushi with his chopsticks. He dips it into a thin 
brown sauce and lifts it to my lips. | open obediently and feel it melting on my tongue. He's watching me with a 
raised eyebrow and offers me another. 


"Mmm..you enjoying that, baby?" He asks, swiping off a fall drip of sauce from my chin, licking it from his 
finger. | nod and savor it as he takes a bite, chewing slowly and washing it down with wine. | follow his lead but 
my eyes dart to the left after a flash of light. 

My head swirls this way and that, quickly taking in all the people. In my haste, | spill my wine into David's lap. 
"Oh fuck," | mutter and grab him a cloth napkin. 

"You okay, Johnny?" He asks and pats dry his pants. Another white flash catches my gaze and | jump closer to 


him. He wraps an arm around my shoulders. "What's up? Hey! Johnny, look at mel" He snaps his fingers in my 
face but my breathing is quickening. 


"Cameras!" | whimper, my anxiety starting to creep up my throat to choke me. 
"Hey hey.it's probably just the spotlights. Jon, Jon just brea--" 


"David! Jon! This way!" Our heads shoot up as the shout, several cameras popping up from the hedges behind 
us and to the side. "How long have you to been together?!" 


Eden Rock security swarm the table and David yanks me up roughly. "Jon, don't let go of mel!" He shouts and 
security attempts to push away the converging photographers and shouted questions. 


"Are you two officially coming out as gay?!" Cameras are shoved in our faces, bright flashes blinding us both. 
"What happened to Dorothea and Lexi?! Do you have any comment on the leaked video?!" 


| curl my hands into fists at the last comment. David's face reflects the same betrayal and shock. He pulls out 
his phone and dials a number. "Airport, Vicky..Twenty minutes. Now!" 


"Jon, what about Richie?l! Is this the end of Bon Jovi?!" The paparazzi jostle us as David and | fall into a 
desperate sprint down the docks with security, hot tears stinging my eyes. "What would your fans say if they 


knew you two were an item?!" 

Security guards close off the dock gate as David drags me inside and slams the door shut. "Pack.now.. 

| stand rooted to the spot, the questions hurled at us still ringing in my ears and tumbling around my head. 
They eventually gave way to the big question; how did they find out? | felt the small amount of food swirl 
sickly with the wine and | made a dash to the bathroom and fell before the toilet just in time for the contents 
to make a reappearance. 

David kneels next to me and a cool cloth dabbing my fevered skin. "I'm so sorry, baby," he whispers. 


"Not your fault." | gasp, "How though?" 


"| don't know but we can't stay here. I'll find out if it's the last thing | do." He hands me a glass of water to 


rinse my mouth out. 


| straighten and lean against the countertop willing the shakes to stop. "What video were they talking about? 


Have you seen anything?" 
David looks up from his packing and shakes his head. "I've been a little too occupied with a certain guy to pay 
much attention to the media," he says with a smile, picking up a bottle and handing me a small green pill. "Take 


it. It'll help your anxiety." 


"Baby? We'll be okay, yeah?" | ask and swallow the pill 


He strokes my hair with gentle fingers, trailing them down my cheek. "Of course, we will. Just relax and I'll 


pack." 


| take in the confidence in his eyes and nod once before leaning forward to kiss him, "What would | do without 
you. Thank you." Instead of sitting on the bed, | kneel down and bow my head. He gives me a kiss on the head 
and | watch him stride the room, our bags filling up higher and higher. 


In a flurry, we sneak out to the car with security. Most of the paps are gone but a few stragglers remain. We 


keep our heads down and rush into the waiting car. 


| can feel David's eyes on me during the car ride as | fight against the urge to just fucking die. The ride is 
tense and bumpy. | lay across the backseat, my head in his lap and pull his warm leather jacket to black out 
my vision. 

His smell embraces me as completely as the darkness, his hands run up my waist and down my arm. "Do you 
need anything from me, Johnny?" He asks. My fingers slide over his thigh but | don't grasp to arouse. Instead, | 
hold onto him for comfort and concentrate on the flow of blood beneath the skin. 

"We're here," David sighs and | peek out from the jacket. The door opens and | sit up. "It's okay. They can't get 
in" He exits the car and helps me out. We're at his villa high up in the coastal hills, light from the tiki lamps 
reflecting off an infinity pool with its own waterfall and bar. 


My eyes drag through the darkness and | breathe in relief at the tall stone and iron barrier along with the 


parameter. Lema always was a stickler for security with cameras and alarms. 


We watched as the driver left and the tall gate locked behind him. | feel my best friend and lover wrap his 


arms around my waist. My throat closes and | yank myself from his embrace. 

*-*Later that Night¥~* 

| slowly descended the spiral staircase, rubbing the sleep from my eyes. David was in the den wearing his 
favorite flannel pants and no shirt, reclining back on the chaise sofa and strumming his guitar absently. Those 
fingers dancing gracefully over the six strings made my heart melt. 

"Hey look who decided to join the land of the living," David joked. 


"Sorry, baby." | trail my slim hand down his neck and chest. 


He sets the guitar next to the sofa and pulls me into his lap. "No need to apologize to me, darlin," he whispers, 


wrapping his arms around me. 


"What if they come back? We should have gone back to Jersey," | whimper and bury my nose in his blonde 


curls. 

"l'm right here with you, Jonny," he whispers, fingers grazing my cheek as he moved a stray bit of grey hair 
from my face. | tilt my head to the side and his lips find mine, enjoying a rare quiet moment after the utter 
fiasco tonight. 


What would the band say? What if Richie found out? Oh god..Dot and Lexi..the kids.. "God | fucked up, Lema," 


my voice trembles. "I'm sorry, baby..fuck I'm sorry!" 
"Shh," is all he says in reply, stroking my hair. "You didn't fuck up, darlin’. We'll deal with it together." 


He picks up a tablet and lowers all the blinds. The dim orange light from the sofa side lamps bath the room in 
a warm glow. | curl up into him and trail my fingers through his chest hair. "The kids.." 


"will be just fine," he finishes and | look up at him through tears. He kisses each one, following the watery trail 


to my lips. | whimper when his tongue gently presses through, caressing my own 

‘|. can't do this now," Jon said pushing him away. "How? How did this happen?" 

David sighs and his drops onto the sofa cushions. The TV, currently tuned to some news channel, becomes 
little more than background noise. "It had to have been on the boat," he shrugs. "I mean, it was bound to 
happen eventually..right?" 

‘And in local news, two members of the popular rock band Bon Jovi were spotted in a very compromising position 
The 5!-year-old leader of the band was caught cozying up to his keyboardist, David Bryan, on their private yacht 
Just off the coast of Gustavia close to Nikki Beach 

"The source, who asked fo remain unnamed, sent in these scandalous photos of Bongiovi and Bryan affer his own 
sexual advances towards the rockstar were rejected Neither Bongiovi nor Bryan would comment but can be seen 


here, captured by reporters, running hand in hand from the glamorous Eden Rock lounge." 


"What?" | whip my head towards the TV in time to see a video of David kissing me in the pool. My breathing 


speeds up, becoming shallower and hands tremble. "Fuck..no.." 

"Previous sexual advances?" David asks. "Who? Johnny..who? Do you know who did this?" 

| don't want to look him in the eye. Lying is out of the question But | lived up to my end of the deal. | got him 
a job on my fucking yacht as he demanded. He'd shown me photos of me with Richie and with David, 
threatened to send them to the media if | didn't get him more money. 


This was the one fucking secret | couldn't have going public. "James." 


| could almost hear the gears turning in David's head as the name ran through his memory. "James? James 


from Security? | wondered what the fuck he was doing here. Thought you'd brought him for protection," David 
replies, shaking his curls. "When? When did he.try to.when did he make advances towards you? Fuck.tell me, 
Jon!" 


"It started before Richie left and through the whole tour," | explain, scrubbing my hands over stubble. "At 
first it was money then he started demanding girls. After he showed me photos of you and me," | sigh and 


avert my eyes, "He wanted me, nothing less. | gave into it but he wouldn't stop." 


"And what? Did you feel like you would inconvenience me with this information?" | can hear the hurt in his 
voice and shake my head vigorously. "Jon, we could have stopped this early on" Fuck, he's disappointed I hate 
disappointing him. 


| turn in his lap to face him. "Lema baby, | was just trying to protect you and--" 


"By bringing that psycho to the one place we have just to get away from all the mayhem?" He moves a little 
and | slide off his lap onto the sofa. David starts pacing the lounge, the muscles in his arms and chest flexing. 


"Does Matt know anything about it?" 
"No! He can't!" | exclaim. "You know how my family is!” 


"Did you even think about how this would affect. dunno.anyone other than you?!" He stares at me for several 
moments, waiting for me to say..anything. Words evade me for the first time ever. | whimper when he grunts 


in frustration and storms out of the room, the one bedroom door upstairs slamming shut. 


| follow him shyly but flinch back when | hear his crying from inside. "I'm sorry, Lema.l'm sorry," | whisper 
over and over like a mantra, sliding down the wall and curl up on the carpet. Eventually, | let David's sobs and 


the ticking of my watch to lull me to a shallow slumber. 


Chapter 8 (Split POV) 
*~*David's POV*~* 

Not your place to out them! 

We support you, Jon and David 

lave bncwiaite Gendedl Ore’ Buel 


Í stare at the illuminated screen of my phone, scrolling through the social media feed Colton had texted me earlier 
this morning. It simply said, "Fuck the media.we love you, Dad." 


He told me about Twitter blowing up with fans, both mine and the Bon Jovi feeds. ve spent the better part of 
two hours reading the comments and direct messages. They were good and bad, didn’t really expect anything less. 


Fucking faggots! Which one takes it up the tailpipe XD 
Who wears the pants and who wears the panties?? 


Yeah, | know people are fuckers. Including Jon Goddamnit, Jon. I's because of him Im in this fucking situation Why 
the hell did | chase after him that night? Could have been an easy fuck and go. 


No..no it couldn't He's a brother to me, my best friend It could never stop at a fuck and go. t doesn’t stop me 
from being angry with him. All he had to do was say something 


| shp Richie and Jon! David should be with Tico! 


Oh, fuck this shit. The fanfiction writers are coming out now. | toss my phone on the bed and bury my face into 


the pillows. Jon was smart not to follow me. Fuck he pisses me off sometimes 


My stomach growls at the lack of food and a tugging in my groin keeps me from falling back info a dreamless 
slumber. What if | pack my shit and just go home? Back to my kids.my music.my own fucking bed. 


Fuck! Ok ok Im getting up. | swear if pissing took a year off my life, | would have been dead decades ago. Just cant 
hold it in at my age. | catch a glimpse of my disheveled blonde curls Need to color again The grey is showing too 


much. 


| throw the door open and stop dead. Jon is there on the floor, slouched against the wall for support. | don't bother 


fo wake him. He can fend for himself. The first morning release..ahh ain't a damn feeling better. 


Heading for the stairs, | glance over to find Jon's awake and bleary-eyed | cock an eyebrow and continue 


downstairs for coffee and maybe even some bacon. Yes, | know. Bad Jew. Spare me. 


| watch the coffee pot chug away with my favorite blend Only bacon is pre-cooked | shrug and throw it on a 


plate to microwave. 
"D?" Jon said hesitantly, standing in the doorway as though he wasn’t sure of his welcome. 


| slam the microwave door shut and punch 30 seconds into the display. "What do you want?" I could hear the 


emptiness and coldness in my own voice. 
"Cancan we talk?" 


‘Now you wanna talk?" | ask, grabbing the bacon plate when the timer beeped "You sure you dont wanna wait for 
the video of us fucking backstage to be released?" 


‘LI never] didn’t mean for any of that to happen," Jon stuttered 


| fake my cup of coffee gingerly, pouring in a generous measure of my favorite creamer and sugar. "Course you 


didn't, Jon," | reply sarcastically 


‘Can | sit down?" Jon asked, his head was bowed and he picked nervously at his fingers, "I want fo fell you 
everything. Then, if you fell me fo go, | will.” 


We stare at each other, blue eyes on blue, both of us shirtless and shivering | take the plate of bacon and coffee 
into the lounge, nodding him in as well. "Fine," | grunt and sit on the sofa. "No bullshit though" 


von sat on the edge of the opposing sofa, his elbows on his knees, head in his hands while he gathered his thoughts 
He looked up finally, blue eyes shiny with unshed tears and started to talk. 


"H started back in 2010. James was already working for us, part of the load crew before all this happened Id seen 
him around, watching me, he always seemed to be around when | was with Riche. He started seeking me out to 


falk 


"Affer the concert in Houston, he was packing up the tour cases and got flirtatious saying hed like to bring me out 
for a drink. Maybe | came off like an asshole but | said | wasn't interested and left with Richie." 


| sp my coffee and nibble the bacon as he catches his breath Yeah, he probably was an asshole. Arrogant, self- 
centered, ego-driven, and hot as hell with an ass you could crack an egg on Who wouldn't throw themselves at 
him? 


‘flash forward two weeks later," Jon continues, "Richie and | were recovering trom a night of mind-blowing sex. We 
finish the sound check and lm in my dressing room going over the setlist one last time. There's a knock at the door. 
Its James. He's got this cat-who-ate-the-canary smile. Asks me for a drink before the concert. | decline and he 


pulls out his phone. 


"He's got several photos and video of..of me and Richie from the prior week. A few actually. It started small with 
Richie giving me a quick kiss and then.fuck./ sorta pushed Richie for quickie under the stage. We thought we were 
hidden amongst the equipment boxes. Obviously not hidden enough" 


Obviously," | repeat with a raised brow. 


‘So, James comes to me with this shit-eating grin and shows me the videos," Jon sighed and scrubbed his face with 
one hand, "He says he'll keep everything under wraps if Lif I let him fuck me. That was the first time. When..when 
that wasn't enough, he demanded money, then a Job with Matt Then.," he trailed off 


| shake my head and drain the rest of my coffee. "Johnny, security is there for a reason Why didnt you fell one 
of us or even Matt? We put trust in you both and you couldn't even trust us enough to call a band meeting? 
Have his phone contiscated?" 


‘Because | was ashamed, okay?!" Jon snarled, "The buck stops with me. Or the fuck stops with me. Hal" he spat out 
a derisive laugh, "Richie got wind that something was up. | couldnt even let him touch me anymore. That's one of 
the reasons he left, okay?! Hehe thought | was cheating on him." 


"No, it was worst," | pipe in, "You were lying to him. And me." 


Fuck D, he had me jumping at my own shadows," Jon cried, "Every single fucking time, hed come to me with new 
photos or videos, just to keep my mouth shut and my legs open" 


Jon fell quiet and | made no effort to speak for several minutes. | look out the big picture window over the 
morning sun reflecting off the glistening pool 


"Then..when | started to refuse," he continued in almost a whisper, ‘he started slpping something into my stage tea 
He'd be the security on my dressing room and quick change. Didnt you notice it wasnt always Matt?" 


"With how hard you work me on tour, | don't notice much else besides sheet music, schedules, and my rig," | answer 
in a monotone. "! barely noticed Lexi when she came along Fuck Jon, Id have panic attacks at the hotel So no.l 


didn't notice a small security change." 


Jon stood and walked over to the window, standing close behind David, slipping an arm around his waist, "Im sorry. 


so very sorry. Can you forgive me?" 


‘Jon, | beg you, just give me one good reason not fo put in my own resignation," | whisper, emotion choking my 


words. 


"Be-," Jon cleared his throat, "because | love you. / cant lose you too. My life wouldn't be worth anything 


anymore. 


| pull away from Jon's arms, fighting to keep the tears bay. "Honestly. think its best if we cool it for a while. Fuck 
man./ need to digest everything and..decide if | wanna stil be with you.and with the band. This is why | never 


wanted another relationshyp..." 


My phone starts buzzing and | rip it away from the table. | swallow thickly at Lexis name and spare a glance at 
Jon, leaving him standing alone. | press the talk button and raise the phone fo my ear. "Hey." 


Lexis voice flowing through and tears fall one by one, staining my cheek "Hey.is now ok or are you busy?" 
‘Right now Im just glad to hear a familiar voice." 

"l saw the news," Lexi says, "Didnt know Jon was your type." 

| roll my eyes and reply, "Whether he is or not, thats yet to be determined | told hm | needed a break." 


Jon looked up sharply in surprise at the first comment, before seemingly crumbling in on himself. | back out of the 


room and turn my back to him, unable to stand seeing him any longer. 


Out the back door onto the patio, | side the glass doors shut and collapse onto one of the chairs. "Probably for the 
best," Lexi agrees, "You don't have fo fell me anything more if you--" 


‘Actually..yourre the one person | could use right now," I cut in. '! know our marriage ended in a shitty way." 


‘Just a little. | mean | only caught you in a threesome with Richie and a groupie," her voice trails off then she 
continues, "Are you still in St. Barth?" 


| scrub the fears from my flushed face. "Yeah./m at the villa." 
"Want me fo come by?" 
Í glance inside and see Jon slouch upstairs, presumably fo pack his suitcase. "You're here?" 


‘Mmhmm," she responds and I shiver, "On vacation with the girls Kelly is getting married so it was a great excuse 


fo fly south" 
‘Jon's here packing Can | meet you somewhere instead" 


‘Come by the Cheval Blanc. Suite 203," she says. "Its a corner suite, private balcony overlooking the ocean. Very 


peaceful" 


My breathing is shaky as | hang up with Lexi and rush upstairs for a quick shower. | know what youre thinking. | 
shouldn't be meeting up with my ex-wife but, besides April, Lexi knows me. She knows what makes me tick and she 


knows my anxiety. Admittedly, she also knows how to calm that anxiety, 

The shower is brief but thorough | wrap a towel around my waist, pull my hair into a ponytail and swear to 
myself. All my shit is in the same room as Jon's. | glance down the short hallway, praying for him fo walk out. He 
doesn't 

| take a deep breath and push the door open, breezing past where he's packing over to my own luggage. Hs eyes 
are boring into the back of my head, sending chills up my spine. | paw through my belongings for my favorite black 
shorts and a white button down shirt 


'D..talk to me, please?" Jon asked, "Where are you going?" | ignore his question and throw the towel onto the bed 
after drying my chest. "I asked you a question The least you can do is answer me?" 


"Out," | reply, sliding my shorts on and zipping them up. | pull my shirt on and button it only halfway, shrugging and 
finish the look with a baseball cap and sunglasses. 


‘Out where?" Jon persisted and grabbed at David's arm as he walked past him. "We need to talk this out, babe." 
| yank my arm from his grasp. "Don't call me ‘babe’ and no, we don’t. You..you just need to go." 


"HLHI be gone by the time you get back here," Jon straightened, hurt and frost tinging his words, 'I expect you back 


at work week after next." 
"Youll see me when you see me," Í snap and slam the door behind me. 
#~ # Jon's POV #~ # 


Okay..so | fibbed a little. | couldnt just leave for Jersey, not yet. Part of me hoped beyond anything that David 
would have a change of heart and call. | fall to the bed when I hear his Moke speed away from the house. 


| have my fit of crying and screaming into the pillows, David's scent still lingering in the soft cotton Once they 
slow, | pull up a list of five-star resorts in the area Each one | call is booked for the holiday week This is why | 
don't deal with travel arrangements personally! 

"Cheval Blanc, this is Marcus," a smooth male voice comes on the phone. 


‘Marcus, | hope you can help me. Are you all booked as well?" 


A few moments of listening to him tapping a keyboard are enough to jostle my nerves. "Actually we do have one 
suite available. Oceanside.." 


"HI take it," | cut him off and grab my wallet. | give him the credit card number and get a confirmation for booking 


"Thank you, sir," Marcus said after the transaction was processed, "Youre all set Do you need a car to pick you 
y P y PICK y 


up?" 
"Yes. | seem fo be out of transport options," Jon frowned, "I can be ready in half an hour." 
Ko 


Forty-five minutes and one suitcase later, the car is speeding around the hills towards the beautiful resort 


Somehow the island colors seem less vibrant. | tip the driver and roll my case inside. 


Check-in was quick and relatively painless. Suite 202s decor is white with blue accents, private patio and.a large 
bed. Very large. California King size and memory foam. A bed that should be shared 


l open the patio doors and breathe in the air. It's heavier and less sweet, far less tantalizing than it was only 48 
hours ago. | find the pack of cigs in my bag and strike one, inhaling the strong smoke and savoring the flavors 


Its peaceful. The ocean waves roll into the sandy beach, the faintest music carrying on the breeze. | take another 
drag and call down for room service. Wine..no..whiskey..bourbon..the strongest they have. Whole bottles. Three, in 
fact A large platter of buffalo wings and fries 


| can hear laughter and voices from the rooms on either side of me. One bottle goes down smooth and the voices 
fade slightly. The sun rises to its peak then begins to fall lm working through my second bottle and strip down to 
baggy sweats. No shirt. Too warm for that. 


Whiskey was always Davids favorite. He could drink anyone under the fable. | flp through the TV chamels absently, 


Nothing and the news is no longer an interest 


At some point, | nod off with the bottle in my hand When my eyes open, darkness has settled over and the TV 
has shut off. | take a long swig of the liquor and smack my lps together in appreciation 


| wander outside and light up another cig Apparently, the neighbors are getting lucky. The woman is moaning and 
panting. That fuckers a lucky one. Her partner is breathing heavily and growling 


My hand rests over my crotch and the growl goes straight through me. Christ, | think, it sounds familar..or maybe 


Im just missing him that much 

‘Oh god, baby, yes," the male groans 

‘Fuck, | missed you," his partner breaths, "right there..fuck, you didn't forget.oh god right there.." 

‘Goddamnit, Lex." My blood freezes and the cig slps through my fingers. My stomach churns ominously with all the 


booze and greasy food, but Im rooted to the spot in sick fascination, lke when you see an accident and you just 
can't look away. | can fell instantly that this will be a car crash of epic proportions, yet my body refuses to move. 


David Im not hearing things. David is here. With Lexi But that should be me. | should be the one he's making love 


to..not her.not her. 


The more | hear the more anger takes over from surprise; its the anger that fuels the movement. Their moans 
grow louder, Lexi begging David to fuck her ass. | lurch from the chair as Lexi cries out David's name and | stumble 


through the suite and out the door. 


| find myself outside the suite next door. For one moment Ive frozen again, wondering if it truly was David | was 
hearing or just my mind and the two bottles of booze making me hear things. 


| pound my fist against the wood, getting louder and faster the more the anger and bitterness take hold of me. 


"DI | know youre in there," | yell at the sickly beige door, my fist never ceasing its thumping, "Cmon, D, you dont 
wanna fuck her again.." 


The door swings open and David is standing there holding a towel in front of him. | see Lexi over his shoulder low in 
the hot tub. Hed obviously fold her to stay put. "Jon! What the fuck are you doing here?!" He yells and pushes me 
back when I try to force myself into the room. 


"What am I doing here? | could ask you the same," I yell, stumbling backward into the wall behind me, "Did you have 
this all planned, or something? Did that fucking bitch find out about James? Or did she set the whole fucking thing 


up? For what? To ruin me? Well, she'll fake you down with me." 
Someone yells down the hallway "Shut the fuck up or Im calling management!" and a door slams. 


"You know damn well she didn't!" He snaps back, eyes darkening and his voice taking on a firm tone | knew all too 
well "She's here for her friend's bachelorette vacation if you must know. Now you need fo go, Jon Just go." 


‘No..please D," | grasp in vain at his arm, desperation clawing at me all of a sudden as | see my life being tom into 


shreds, 'I need you. Please, baby. Don't.dont send me away." 
Lexis smooth nude body appears at Davids side, wrapping her arm around his waist. "IF you two need to talk--" 


‘No, we don’t," David cut off. "Jon is gonna go back to..wherever he's staying, sober up and go back fo Jersey in 
the morning. Arent you, Johnny?" 


"The tuck | will" | spit back at him, "You don't get to boss me around, fucker! | OWN YOU! Youd be nothing..hear 
me? Nothing..without me." 


| didn't care how loud | was being, or the tears coursing down my cheeks, | was spinning out of control and did the 
only other thing that came to mind My fist was flying through the air before | even realized what was happening, 
but its checked easily, coming to a sudden stop that I feel all the way up to my shoulder. 


"KNEEL!" My knees buckle and | drop to the floor at Davids feet, the bottle rolling from my hand "Youre wrong, 
yon. | own you," David says coolly. "You would be nobody without us and yet you've been selfish and manpulative 
all 30 years. Yet | can bring you to your knees with one word. The only fucker here is you You keeping secrets 
and lying to us, putting our reputation on the line. HI only tell you this one more time. Go..home." 


With that, | glance up to see David walking away. Lexi looks down her nose at me and smirks, closing the door in 
my face and locking it. The elevator pings a short way down and three arms security guards exit, striding towards 
me and | hear David's crying from inside the suite. 


| feel none-too-gentle hands haul me to my feet and start to ask questions. Im numb. Numb with grief and shame 
and heartache. | can only nod or shake my head as two of them escort me to the elevator and, presumably, the 
third to pack up my belongings 


Hal Joke's on him, | never even unpacked | watch the steel doors close and fight off the complete body shudder | 
feel go through me at the finality of that. 


Ím roughly thrown into a sparse room and the door locked from the outside. | pace the four walls as the past 36 
hours play in my mind's eye. | feel a wave of nausea wash over me and bang on the door to get someone's 


attention, visually searching for a waste bin or similar. 


The food, booze, and bile were coming too quickly and | turn to the closest corner as my stomach emptied itself 
over the floor tiles. | groan and weep as | clutch my stomach through the foul retches and fall to my knees beside 
my mess, curling into a ball as exhaustion and the effects of the copious amounts of alcohol finally takes its toll 


Absolute loneliness embraces me like an old friend, but now there is no one to turn to..no suite to sneak into and 


no warm bed fo crawl into. Richie, then David, float through my mind before unconsciousness pulls me under. 


Chapter 9 (Spit POV) 
#~ Jon - Ird POV¥~* 


Jon sifted his way through the crowd to the bar. He was stopped multiple times by hands roaming his body, men 
calling out for a good time and sugar daddies showing off their goods. 


‘Hey there, lover boy," a voice called as he passed the bar. "You looking for some fun?" 


"Maybe," Jon replied sizing up the balding guy who had placed his palm in the center of his chest, "What are you 


offering?" 


The man gave him a wide, dazzling smile and pulled out a baggie of white pills with smaller bundles of cocaine. "Only 
the finest X and rock in Atlantic City, baby." 


"Whats your price?" Jon moved a little closer, running his hand up the arm planted on his chest and offering his 
best smile. 


"300 a gram. Top shelf from Columbia," he replied, his eyes roaming over Jon, "HI even give you a freebie for that 


sweet ass of yours and a purchase." 


von ran his tongue over his teeth slowly as he considered the offer. With a bite of his bottom lp, he gripped the 
man's wrist and nodded toward the bathroom. The nameless man closed in behind him and Jon could feel the heat 
coming off him and his bulge brushing his ass cheeks as they walked 


Grunts and groans emanated from the bathroom stalls. The smell of sex, sweat, and drugs hung in the air like 
humidity after a summer shower. Men lined up along the counter to snort the fine white powder or else blow 


another for a fix. 


Hs savior pushed him through to the smallest stall. He locked the door and asked Jon, ‘first things first. How much 


you want?" 


"Enough to make me forget, handsome," Jon murmured, the itch taking hold under his skin at the promise of almost 


total oblivion for at least a few hours anyway. 


Hs companion took a fresh baggie from his jacket and placed 5 grams and 10 pills inside. He smiled and held it up 
for Jon to see. Jon took out his cash and counted out 2000 dollars, folded it and handed the money over to the 


man. 


"As promised,” the man said and set up a line for each of them. He took one then stepped aside for Jon, unbuckling 
his belt and massaging himself. 


von licked his lips and bent over the cistern as the unnamed guy quickly dispensed with his jeans. He inhaled the 
powder at the same time as he was being impaled by the dealer. The heady rush of coke hit him hard and numbed 
the pain, mental and physical, of being fucked by a complete stranger. It wasnt the first time since leaving David in 
the arms of his ex-wife and it probably wouldn't be the last 


David. 


He was the one that had sheltered him from the aftermath of Richie's departure. He was supposed fo love him, no 
matter what but he was cast out as soon as the first sign of trouble had surfaced 


David's face swam behind his eyelids, followed by Richie. Both looked back at him first with love then disgust, 
echoing the words ‘betrayal of trust and ‘suppose to be my brother’ before fading into a memory. 


Thats how he saw himself now..with disgust. He'd morphed into the person the paparazzi had portrayed him fo be. 
A drug-fucked faggot 


don had let himself go in the past month because he couldnt find the reason to care any longer. Hs beard and hair 
were scruffy. Hell, he only washed his hair when he remembered to, which was about the same frequency in which 


he had showers these days. 


İt didn't worry the strangers he'd brought home or gone home with; his smile drew them in but it was his ass they 
ultimately wanted.and he was happy to oblige. And the only thing Jon ultimately wanted was the total oblivion that 
the drugs and the mindless sex afforded him. 


"Thats it, you dirty hitte slut," the man groaned, "Tighten that fucking ass up." 


von did as he was told, all the while praying that it would soon be over. He made all the right noises and did all the 
right moves, but his mind was preoccupied with the thought of his next hit and the underlying memories of his 


former flames. 


Within moments he felt the hot pulse of his companions climax fill his ass. Jon collapsed against the toilet seat as 
the dealer buckled himself up and left with a cursory, "Thanks for the fuck." 


The pounding house music made his head pulsate and tears spilled down his cheeks. "Oh shit..sorry..hey..uh..you okay, 


man?" Another stranger's voice came from the door. 


"Yeah..yeah," Jon mumbled and stood, pulling his jeans back up, "Nothing a good shot to the head wouldn't fix." He 
brushed past the intruder and headed back out to the throng of people, hoping to lose himself completely, 


Making his way back to the bar oblivious to the stares and whispers of others talking to the guy who just fucked 
him, he pushed through and bought a drink. He took a few sips of his Jack and coke and fished out one of the pills, 


chasing it down with another swallow of Jack 


‘Jon? That you?" Jon glanced over to see one of the more well-known dealers, Liam and gave him a small nod 


"Man its been a while. How you been?" 


‘Life is just peachy-keen," Jon dead-panned and raised his glass to no-one, "Howd you know it was me?" He 


avoided looking at yet another face from the past 


‘How could | not?" Liam simply replied "You still a thing with Richie? Surprised youre not over at the Palace for his 
show." 


Jon's stomach lurched at Richie's name. He tilted his glass and emptied it in one go. Hssing as it burned its way 
down, he shook his head, "Cant say its good to see you." He started fo turn and walk away when he was grabbed 
by the arm. 


"You should go see him," Liam continued, "He's touring with this badass guitar chick. Forgot her name. Came trom 


there after helping ol' Ricardo out." 


‘Now why would | wanna do that?" Jon sneered, "He's moved on.obviously. An’ there's plenty more fish in the sea" 


he waved his hands around the room. 
"Could be a band reunion," Liam replied, "David's there too." 


“Somehow, | dont think Id be welcomed with open arms," Jon turned back to the bar and indicated for another 
drink, flashing the bartender one of his killer smiles. He sipped the bartender some cash, deliberately lingering his 
fingers on the note as he took it Jon winked and nodded. 


He groaned when he turned back fo overlook the dancefloor and saw that Liam was still there. Fucker was killing his 
buzz. He tried to ignore him as the lights mixed and swirled around him, the colors becoming more and more intense 
as the drugs coursed through his system, topped up liberally with his friend Jack He made eye contact with a few 
people, flirting outrageously with one cute brunette who made his way over and pulled Jon in for a kiss. 

"Well hello, Daddy," the brunette greeted "You wanna have some fun tonight?" 

‘I need to get outta here though," Jon licked his lps, tasting the other on them, "You up for that?" 


‘Let's go, baby." 


Jon downed his drink and absently put it on the bar behind him as he was dragged off toward the entrance, leaving 
Liam watching in shock and another angry looking man following the couple close behind 


*~*David - Ird POV#~* 


David downed his second beer and dropped his head back on his chair. He'd spent the better part of a month 
processing all that happened in St Barth and, after parting ways with Lexi, closed himself away in his office with a 


piano for company. 

Two of his buddies had taken it upon themselves fo pull their friend out of isolation, packing up and driving to 
Atlantic City for the weekend. It wasn’t until they were checked in and settled in their hotel suite that the real 
surprise was dropped on David 


Tickets to Richie and Orianthis concert at the Palace. 


He didn't want this right now but his friends were insistent. The seats were VIP and they were allowed in for the 


sound check. Soon as Richie locked eyes with David, neither could move nor breathe. 

Richie took to the mic and David went for the tequila bar to ease the anxiety that crept in Affer dropping the 
band mid-tour, the feelings towards his old bandmate were tainted red and thoughts of Richie led to thoughts of 
Jon. 

Sure he felt Jon had betrayed the bands trust with the James situation but.. 


No buts, Rashbaum! He deserved it 


But there was a side of David that was conflicted. He'd tried to call Jon a few times only fo be met with 


voicemail. He never got a callback 


Did soundchecks always last this long? David thought to himself, checking and rechecking his watch every five 


minutes. 


"Youre the last person | expected to see here," Richie's voice came floating over his shoulder. When had they 
stopped playing? 


‘Blame it on tweedle dee and tweedle dum," David replied coldly, gesturing to his friends. 'H wasn't my choice." 
"l don't want trouble tonight, man," Richie said, accepting a beer from the bartender. 


David let out a breathy chuckle. "You know damn well | ain't the one to cause trouble. Thats you and." He couldnt 


even bring himself to speak Jon's name. 
Riche inhaled sharply, "Yeah, well," he didn't know what fo say. "How is he?" he asked instead 


"No idea," David admitted '! haven't.been able to contact hm for a month Left voicemails but the fucker wont 


call me back." 


‘After you got outed" Richie offered, ‘Ht was plastered all over the place and I had paps following my every 


move. At least Jonny and | were discreet." 


‘Keep your voice down, will ya?" David snapped "My buddies were lucky enough to not see it..and for your 


information, Sambora, Jon and | were discreet, for the most part" 


‘Phht, what do they live in a cave or something?" Riche scoffed "So being filmed feeding each other and running 
away holding hands. thats discreet, is it?" 


David rolled his eyes. "Did you just come over here to dissect everything | did wrong with Jon?" He crossed his 


arms over his chest and his jaw twitched in annoyance. 


‘Like you never did the same, sitting up on your high horse," Richie spat back. "You always wanted him but he was 
with me, wasnt he?" 


"You changed that quickly," David sneered "A few spanks around the bedroom and he forgot all about you." 

‘Fuck you!" Richie spat back angrily. 

"Too late.." 

Richie paused for a few calming breaths, he didn’t want to fight, he was supposed fo be getting ready for the show. 
He sipped from his beer and dropped his volume before continuing "So why haven't you been able fo get in contact 
with him?" 

David glanced around at the people watching them and bit his tongue. "Can we talk in private?" 

‘Er.yeah. Follow me," Richie said He came to a sudden stop when his phone buzzed. He fished it out of his back 
pocket and opened the screen. "Fuck!" Richie exclaimed as he read the text from Liam, his dealer whom he'd just 
seen earlier that evening 

ust saw Jonny at the club High as fuck Looks lke shit. Needs a shower. Just left with someone. 

"What? What is it?" David demanded 

‘Jon. He's here in AC," Richie replied 


David grabbed Richie's phone and read the full text. "High as fuck? Who'd he leave with??" 


"You know as much as | do," Richie snarled and yanked his phone from David's grp. He shot back a reply, What 
makes you think he was high? Jonny doesn't do that shit 


/ sell the shit Know one when | see it X or rock 


‘Richie! Half hour till show time.." Denise yelled from the front of the stage, waving her arm to get his attention 


fuck, | gotta go, man," Richie sighed, "Got a show.." 
David gaped at Riche. "You serious? What about Jon?" 


‘Look! We dont know who he's with or where he's gone, right?" Richie rounded back on David, frustrated and 
worried but pragmatic also, "We cant DO anything until he surfaces again. Keep trying him on your phone. Hi let 
you know if I hear anything Enjoy the show." 


"I never should have told him to leave," David murmured, shaking his head and eyes staring off into space. "! was 
Just so angry about Ja-..fuck, Jonny." 


‘Angry about what?" Richie looked at his ex-bandmate. "Walk with me." He led the way toward backstage as they 
talked 


David tried to form the words. "James and..the photos." 

"Who the fuck is James?" Richie scratched at his memory. 

"Tour security. Started as a backline crew member. Hehe had pictures, videos.of you and Jon. Blackmailed Jon for 
money first then the security job," David answered, wracking his brain for the details. "Jon gave in, tryna protect 
you, and got fucked by the bastard when he refused to hand over more money. He wanted more and worked 
security on Jon's yacht. Sent the photos of me and him to the paps." 


‘So where the fuck was Matty in all of this? He's usually Jonny's guard dog," Richie said 


David shook his head "Nowhere. Jon never told him. Or us. I got so angry that he betrayed the band like that, 
letting someone twisted and evil in the fold..fuck.." He scrubbed his face and mentally stuck a boot up his own ass. 


‘So, you what? Called him a fucking idiot and told him to get out?" Richie stopped and gaped at the blonde in 


astonishment, "Way to work on his insecurities, man." 

"'LKinda.. Told him | had to think over whether fo resign from the band and how | never wanted another 
relationshp," David confessed, his face flushed and sweating from anxiety. "Didn't help that Lexi contacted me the 
next morning.." 

"What the?!" 

'He..fuck..he ended up at the same hotel Lexi was staying at once he left my place." 


"There's something youre not felling me. Spit it out," Richie was starting to get angry again 


David inhaled and exhaled a few time fo keep his emotions in check. '! was there with Lexi We..we were in the hot 
tub and.and Jon heard us. He was drunk..drunkest Ive seen him in years." 


‘He stormed over fo the room screaming like a lunatic and. couldn't handle seeing him. | did nothing but cry and 
vent the rest of the night to Lexi" he said, "Tried calling hm that night with no answer. | wanted to apologize and 
falk to him. He had checked out the next morning. Haven't seen or heard from him since and it's been killing me." 


"Jesus Christ..what a mess," Richie mumbled, scrubbing his hand over his face. ‘Listen! | cant cancel the show now, 
you know that. Stay back here, call Matty. Tell him. Everything He'll get the ball rolling to find this James 
character and finding Jonny. Keep trying Jon. Here's my phone, use that too." He turned to walk out the door to 
the side of the stage, but turned back on his heels to face David and spat, 'IF anything. ANYTHNG.hhappens to him, 
Ím holding you personally responsible. You got that, Rashbaum?" 


‘ust go play your show," David snapped back, sliding down the concrete wall to the cold tile floor. He scrolled 
through the numbers in his phone and pressed Call on Matts name. 


The verbal lashing he'd got from Sambora was nothing compared to Jon's litte brother. "Foolish’, "Arrogant 
bastard", and ‘lf my brother dies because of you." were just a few of Matts choice words. The rest of the 
conversation left David shaking in both shame and anger. 


Chapter 10 (David) 


Fuck, Jomny pick up..pick up the fucking phone..please..where are you? 


Í wrinkle my nose in disgust as Richie and Liam snort up at the small dining fable. Even my beer looks unappealing 
My hands tremble as thoughts of the unknown race through my head. Jon was so close but..fuck.where was he? 


"You want one, Lem?" Richie offers. 
"l dont fuck with that shit anymore," | snap. Fucker knows Ive hated it since the accident in 89 


Richie shrugs and sits back against his chair, rotating and cracking his neck “Like | said earlier, man, we can't DO 
anything until he surfaces. Sit. Relax for a change," he rolls his eyes, "You never used to be this uptight..." 


‘Last | remember, | got laid more than you," | shoot back in my best egotistical wiseass tone. '! have my own ways 
of relaxing, Sambora." 


"You ever think there was a reason for me pulling back on the women?" Richie was really working my nerves. Why 


the fuck had | even agreed to this shit? 

"Couldn't keep it up.." 

‘Jesus..are we in a school yard," Liam grumbles. 

We glance at each other then to Liam. "This is nothing," | say with a shrug 

‘Best of friends," Richie nods slowly, "worst of enemies. Or used to be.." 

| take a deep breath to stil my temper and guip the rest of my beer, curling up on the sofa with both phones and 
looking between them every ten minutes. '! wasnt the one who ditched us mid-four. Not a call, email, fext..nothing 
You could have told us beforehand you wanted out. A little warning perhaps." 


Can of worms officially opened! 


"To risk getting my heart handed back to me again," Richie bit out, "Once was too much Fool that | was, | kept 
going back for more, didnt |?" 


Liam watches the exchange and holds out a rolled joint to me with a lighter. "Here, man.its on me." 


! sigh heavily and took the offering "Thanks." | lit the end into a bright red cherry and slowly the conversation 
eased into pleasant memories, laughter and the TV as background 


Another couple of hours pass and Richie got up without notice, heading toward the bathroom. After he didn’t come 
back, | decide to check on him. Passed out on the bed. Typical Richie. 


| kick Liam's slimy ass out of the suite and drop onto the sofa, staring at the phones and the mess of powder and 
seeds on the table. 


Beep Beep Beep.. 

| snatch mine up quickly, swiping the screen into action 
‘DB its Matt, Jon's phone just turned on." 

"What? Where?" 


"Youre in AC, right? He's across town from you. Hi send the address. IHI fake me foo long fo get there. You call 
me ASAP when you get him, otherwise youre a keyboardist without usable fingers.got me??" 


‘Ml play with my fucking toes, M" 
"8972 Madison Ave.. Venice Park district" 
| check my watch for the time before replying, | can be there in 30 minutes or less. HI buzz you then 


hstead of waking Richie up from his passed out state on the bed, | grab my jacket and stuff both phones in my 
pocket. | slp from the hotel suite. The hallway was silent save for moans and grunting from a couple rooms 


l jab at the DOWN arrow for the elevator, tapping my foot impatiently and rolling my neck to loosen the stiffness 
The doors ping and open | hit the button for Floor 7 and descend 


‘Hey, Sall Open up!" I call out and bang on my buddy's door. Without getting much of an explanation other than | 
need the keys for his car, Sal handed them over with the promise of me allowing him to sleep. 


Beep Beep Beep.. 


This time it was Richie's phone that beeps | unlock it with the passcode and my heart sinks at the message, "Baby | 
need you. Help me." 


Fuck..he wants Richie. | swallow hard and try to shake off the threat of tears. ‘Jonny?! What's going on? Where are 


you? k 


"Please don't ask.not yet. Ping my cell for location Whatever you do, dont call it! Just come get me.. need 
you.please." Of course he needs Richie. He always needed Richie. Part of me felt bad for lying but it was Jon's 
well-being on the lne. 


"Okay donny.on it" 
"Thanks baby. love you.! miss you" | curse as the elevator doors open into the lobby 

love you too, darini," | type and hit send H was true and.fuck.! need Jon to know that Fuck Riche. 
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‘Fuck me." My stomach tumbles as the GPS directs me to turn left onto Madison Ave. Fuck. havent been in a 


neighborhood like this since | was a teenager. 


Most of the homes were boarded up or spray painted graffiti It wasn’t a place my white Jew ass was welcomed. | 
find the house Matt sent me and pull in, extinguishing the headlights and glance around 


| rummage in Sal's glove compartment and find his personal firearm. It was fully loaded Hell kill me but | dont care. 
| fake it and step out of the car. 


Up the broken walkway to the front door, the smell of dog shit and stale cigarettes makes me grimace. | knock. No 
answer. | test the knob and the door creaks open Inside its musty and smells of BO. | wrinkle my nose at the 


intrusion. 


Raise the gun and sweep through the rooms. No one else is here. Up the stairs, the stench grows unbearable. | 
follow it to the last door on the night before the L turn, inhale deeply and open the door. 


‘J-don?" | call out. My steps are careful and the floorboards whine under my boots. 


A low groan comes from down the dark hallway to my left. Doing another sweep fo establish if there was going to 
be any ambush trom behind, | round the corner, sticking as close to the dirty wall without touching it 


There are two closed doors and an open bathroom. Using the flashlight on my phone, | check the first room 
cautiously. Empty. | inhale and gag on the stench emanating from the next room 


Shining the light around the room, | damn near miss the huddled form under a dingy blanket on the mattress in the 


corner. A mouse squeaks and scuttles across the filthy floor. 
"Jon?" | call out, painfully aware of my voice echoing "That you, baby?" 


The mass slowly pulls the blanket down over a head of knotted hair. | still cant fell if its Jon. Cautiously | approach 
and tuck my phone away. 


"Jon?" No answer. 


| reach an unsteady hand out to move the blanket, curling my fingers around the edge of the dirty fabric and hurl 


it away quickly. Truth be fold, | was ready fo run in case it wasn't Jon. Instead, my knees give out in shock at the 
sight before me. 


Its Jon! Or rather what used to be Jon 

But those familar blue eyes meet my own. "Rich?" The voice is hoarse and barely audible. 
‘Its me, Jonny. It's Dave." 

"D? No..Lexi has you again," he shakes his head as though in denal 


‘No, she doesn’t, J.fuck, Im so sorry," | bow my head towards him. "I shouldnt have told you fo leave. Can you 
move? | need fo get you out of here." 


He reaches out a shaky hand, gripping me hard on the arm as if verifying | was real. Jon tries fo move but cries 


out in pain, curling back in on himself 


| click the gun safety and holster it in my jacket, doing the same with Jon's phone. "Cmon, baby. | got you." I rush 
fo his side and scoop him up into my arms, bile rising in my throat at the sight of the bloodied mattress. 
"Goddamnit, baby, what the fuck happened?" 


‘D?" Jon whispers hoarsely as | carry him like an infant from the room and back down the stairs. Sal would hate 


the stink in the car, but it was worth it fo get Jon back to the hotel 


"Yeah./m here.." | heave Jon into the passenger seat and take off down the street as gunshots ring out in the 


distance. 


‘lm.lm sorry," he weeps, tears tracking through the dried blood and grime down to his scruffy beard "I dor't.lm so 
sorry." 


| reach over and tangle our fingers together. "Just relax, baby. You're safe. | promise and | swear to God if | could 


give my life to take back everything | said fo you, | would." 


‘Dont. deserved it all and more," Jon cries, "L.I was wrong, and didn't consider anyone else but myself. Hil 


understand if you stil want to quit the band" 


‘Not happening," | reply firmly, voice betraying my emotions. "Cuts can heal and scars will fade. You can only go so 
far til you find your way back home." 


Jon starts to drift off as | get on the main highway, exhaustion and possibly relief finally taking its toll on him. But 
before he gives in completely, he asks softly, '! texted Richie, how come you came?" 


| hesitate for the space of a heartbeat, long enough for the predicted rain to begin falling. Why did it always have 


to be Richie? 

‘My buddies brought me down to try and./ dunno..cheer me up? They ended up bringing me to Richie's show." | roll 
my eyes fo show my annoyance. "Needless to say, we talked, fought, laughed, fought, drank..and fought some more. 
He gave me his phone to keep trying you." 


‘How..how did you know | was here?" Jon winces when he shifts in the seat, ‘lve been trying to disappear. From 


everywhere.. n 


‘Matt," | answer with a shrug. "You know he likes to keep tabs on us. He saw your phone turn on. Damn if, | need 


to call him back too and tell him | found you." 


"Fuck!" Jon swore softly, "How come he was looking for my phone?" Before he got my answer though, his eyes 


droop and | squeeze his fingers in reassurance. 
‘Matt? It's D. found him. When did you last you actually saw Jon?" 


"Thank fuck!" Matt breathes a sigh of relief over the line, "Umm probably the day after your clustertuck of a 


vacation.. why?" 
"He's..well.he's a little rough looking.." 
"What? Like he hasn't cleaned his teeth?" 


| hold up my cell camera and snap a photo of the sleeping Jon, sent it to Matt and wait for his response. "More 
lke that..." 


"Jesus fuck! Are you sure that's Jon?" 

‘ld know his eyes anywhere. Look Im taking him back to my hotel suite. Get him shaved and showered Jon needs a 
doctor but the last thing | wanna do is draw unwanted attention Can you see if there's a doctor willing fo come to 
the hotel and examine Jon?" 


"Er. yeah. Yeah will do," Matt agrees, "Do | wanna know why he needs a doctor?" 


"Just for once in your life trust me on this one," | snap back, "Shit.sorry Matty. Let me talk to him when he's 


awake and the doctor's seen him okay?" 
"Cmon man, he's my--" I punch the End Call button, hands shaking and the gears in my head grinding 


Lucky for us, the hotel parking was a private garage and the elevators were readily accessible. | held Jon in my 


arms and rode the lift, his eyes fluttering at the bright lights 


"Almost there, Jonny. Just hold tight." 


| set him on his feet and fiddle with the key card The suite is warm and bathed in orange light. Relaxing in normal 
circumstances. | sit Jon on the bathroom chair and try not fo vomit as | peel off his ratty, smelly clothing 


Those immediately get thrown in a trash bag and tied up. Hs chest is scarred and bloody. | take up my electric 


shaver and hack away caretully at the entanglement of hair, head, and face. He sits there and watches me work, 
fears falling as | handle him. 


"Why?" 
"Why what, Jonny?" 
"Why are you here?" 


l hesitate as | finish shaving his face and sit back on my heels, looking up into his eyes. "Because | was wrong, 


Jonny. 4 


Chapter Il 


The two men stared at each other for what seemed fo be an eternity, neither able to speak as the heartbreaking 


words hung in the air. Unable to say much else, David stood and set his shaver on the counter. 


"HI get a bath ready," he whispered, turning the faucet fo full blast and dropping some bubbling shower gel in the 
water. He adjusted it to the perfect temperature and hurried to grab a clean towel and washcloth, also setting out 
a pair of lounge pants on the bed for Jon. 


He reentered and tried fo avoid looking at Jon's wounds too much for fear of his emotions unraveling He did notice, 


however, that Jon was skinner and his arms were dotted with needle marks. 
‘lm.lm sorry you have fo see me..like this, D," Jon murmured as he dropped his head, hiding his shame. 


‘Just happy youre okay," David replied, setting the towel on the toilet seat and shut off the water when the tub 


was full. "Hl.give you some.privacy.." He turned to leave, staring at the floor. 


"No!" Jon said, reaching out to grab onto David's arm with as much strength as he could muster, 'Stay..please? | 


dont want to be alone.." 


David swallowed thickly and nodded. He helped Jon into the tub, giving him a small smile when he visibly relaxed in 
the hot water. "Do you.um..want me to sit here or..?" He pointed at the small bench 


‘Can you bring yourself to get in with me?" 


"F you want me fo." Jon watched as David slowly stripped off his jeans and shirt, showing off his time at the gym 
and the muscles in his arms flexing. David stepped in and sat opposite Jon, both examining the bath bubbles with 


awkward interest. 


‘Im sorry," Jon said softly, "Im sorry for all of it. For fucking things up with Richie. For not dealing with James 
better. For not trusting anyone enough to help me deal with it." He sniffed as his tears dropped into the bubbles, 
For fucking things up with you. For embarrassing you at the hotel” Hs shoulders shook as the sobs broke through 
the emotionless walls he'd built up over the past couple of weeks, "Im sorry that you had fo see me lke this; a 
drug fucked cock whore." 


David bit his lp and held out his arms to Jon, who cried and crawled into his embrace. ‘Jonny, if anyone needs to 
be sorry here, its me. | should have helped you figure out the bullshit rather than blame you for everything | told 
you./m ternble at relationshps. Things get tough and instead of being there for you, | tell you fo fuck off and run 
fo my ex." David sighed sadly and picked up the washcloth "You have nothing to be sorry about, Jonny." 


He wet the cloth and let the water cascade over Jon's chest and shoulders. A litte bath gel and David worked up 


a nice thick lather, up to Jon's neck and down his arms. 


Jon hissed and pulled away when one particularly fresh bite wound was cleaned. He couldnt remember who or 
when that one happened Last night? Last week? It had all become a blur as he had tried fo kill his memories and 


numb his pain with alcohol, drugs and mindless, nameless sex. 


David caressed Jon's cheek with his fingertips, noticing how much more pronounced his jawbone was. "Ill make sure 


we order food for you. You've lost a lot of weight..too much" 


"Coke doesnt have much nutritional value," Jon said blandly, "I cant remember the last meal | had" He started 
scratching at his scabbed skin as the last of his coke from the night before began to leave his body. 


‘Fuck, Jonny," David breathed, his tears betraying him and spilling over. ‘lm not going anywhere. We'll get you 
through this.” He forced Jon to look him in the eye, "Together." 


von held his gaze for as long as he could before wrapping his arms around David and buried his face into his neck 
Finally, he felt safe enough to grieve over the love he had single-handedly destroyed "You dont need me, Lema 
Ím a liability. | wont stop you if you want to leave the band You deserve your own time in the spotlight." 


"We'll talk about the music later. Is not important right now and Im not leaving," David said with a smile and kissed 
his cheek. "Jonny, how long have you known me?" 


‘Our whole lives or close fo it," he replied as his head rested on David's shoulder. 


"Then you should know me better than that." David wet Jon's hair and started working shampoo through the dank 


locks, massaging his scalp and humming peacefully. 


‘Feels good, baby," Jon mumbled sleepily as the sandman beckoned him again. He sighed as his limbs went lax in the 


warm water. "So sleepy." 


Watching his eyes droop, David gently rinsed Jon's hair. By the time he'd stepped out and picked Jon up, the latter 
was snoring softly. He sat and cradled his best friend to dry him, examining around his nether region for..what? 
Herpes? Crabs? Blood? Maybe all three. 


Silently he prayed the doctor would find none of them. Seeing nothing David laid Jon in bed and tucked him in. He 
Jumped slightly when his phone started to buzz on the dresser and picked it up. "Matt.1 told you Id call affer Jon 


saw the doctor.." 


"He's my brother, Lema," Matt growled, 'I need to know he's okay. Eit ddt look Ike him in the photo. Who do I 
need to kill that dd that to hin?" 


‘ft was worse when | got him undressed He's covered in bruises, deep scratches and..and.." 


"And what??l" Matt asked 


"Track marks." 
"The fuck?!" Matt yelled down the line, "No, youre wrong Its gotta be something else. Jonny doesnt do that shit." 
David sighed in frustration. "Matt, | know what | saw." 


"Then someone has done that to him," he snarled, ‘Hl get in the car now and tind the fucker that did it He'll be 
dead within the hour." 


‘Or you will | need you fo trust me and just stay where you are. Soon as he can, Hl drive him back to Colts Neck 
with me," David replied in a firm tone. "Jon.Jon dd it to himself, Matt." 


"Fuck!" Matt yelled in frustration, ‘Fine! But you keep me informed of every fucking step, you hear me?" 


‘Don't get your panties in a twist. He's in good hands." David hung up the phone and stared at the wallpaper, he and 
Jon on the beach with a beautiful sunset behind them. He dimmed the light and crawled under the covers, sliding his 


arm around Jon's emaciated waist 


Jon groaned in his sleep, curling into a fetal position unconsciously backing into David's warmth He started to toss 
and turn an hour or so later, nightmares chasing through his mind like the horsemen of the apocalypse before he 


was jolted awake. It fook him a moment to register where he was before nausea roiled through him again 


‘Oh god," he groaned and bolted from the bed, dropping to his knees in front of the toilet just as his stomach 
rejected into the bowl what little contents it contained 


He continued to retch violently, piteously, until he was weakly gripping on to the porcelain It wasnt the first time it 
had happened. There had been times previously hed woken on the floor staring at the pedestal 


"Jon?" David called out sleepily, his voice thick and raspy. "Jon! Oh shit." He dropped to his knees fo support Jon 
and rubbing his back. 


The retching finally subsided and Jon fell to the floor in exhaustion, his hands shaking violently. "Go back to bed, D," 
he croaked, 'I got this." 


"Shush" David grabbed a glass from the counter and filled it with cold water. "Here, babe. Drink up. You need 
something to throw up at least." 


Jon scoffed wryly at the comment, his hand shaking uncontrollably as he took the glass, but took a sp anyway. He 
swished out his mouth and spat it into the bowl before taking a deeper drink. "Sorry | woke you up." Hs voice 


sounded scratchy and his throat was sore. 


‘lm goma call and see if the hotel doctor is still here. Will you be okay for a few minutes? Are you hungry?" 


"l dont know if Im hungry anymore. I.I think so," Jon frowned, "but | don't want fo throw it up. One reason I haven't 
been eating much..you know how much I hate being sick." 


‘Bacon and toast it is," David smiled and nearly bounced from the room. Tharktully, the onsite doctor was available 
and up to their room in fifteen minutes. Jon needed help back to the bed and tried to calm his tremors enough to 
be checked out 


David sat behind him and watched intently as Jons vitals, physical exam, and recent medical and sexual history 
were taken Next, the doctor had Jon lay back as she pulled on a pair of latex gloves and a small tube of lube. 


‘Okay, Jon, | need you fo relax," the doctor stated 

"DAVID!" 

Oh shit.” Davids eyes widened when he heard Richie shouting. 

"Rich." Jon whimpered. 

‘I know youre in there," Richie yelled, ‘Let me inl" 

Jon and David glanced at each other. "Maybe he'll go away?" David asked hopefully. 
"He won't" 


‘I know. Stay here." David jumped off the bed and grabbed Richie's phone. He opened the door with the chain still 
attached "Hey man.uh yeah, here's your phone.." He shoved it towards Riche. 


‘Let me in, Lema," Richie growled, '! know you found Jonny. | want fo see him!" 
‘Now isn't a good time." 

"Why not?!" 

David rolled his eyes and gave him a guilty look. "Because..its just not." 


Richie smacked his open hand against the door making it shake on its hinges and David yelped. "You got an hour, 
Lema, then Im coming back. Believe me when | say, lil break this door down if you try and stop me next time." 


"OW FUCK!" Jon cried out from inside the room. 


"Jonny?!" Riche exclaimed as he rattled the door again, "Why's he in pain, Lema? Just fell me, god damn it!" 


David looked over his shoulder and brought his voice down. "He was.hurt when I found him. He'd been beaten 


and..raped. But he's also been using on the street and in clubs with./ dont know who. The doctor is examining him." 


Richie stared through the crack in the door in disbelief at what he was hearing, tears making his eyes glassy. He 
scrubbed his hand over his face and growled, "One hour! You better fucking let me in then, Lema" He turned on his 
heels and stalked back down the hallway as his howl of anguish bounced off the walls 


David shut and leaned against the door, breathing deep to calm his anxiety. The doctor was finishing up and had 


several test tubes resting on the dresser top. 
‘Baby... Im here," he reassured and enveloped Jon in a warm hug 


"Well," the doctor started, "The good news is you dont have any physical signs of infection like warts, crabs or 
herpes. You do have quite a bit of anal swelling and tearing Hil prescribe you a topical ointment that will help ease 
the pain and itching as you heal as well as Suboxone to help with the drug withdrawals." 


Jon nodded and muttered. "Thanks Doc." 


He shifted on the bed trying to get comfortable as she wrote out the prescriptions and started packing away her 
stuff and sealing the vials of blood into a plastic container for safety before disposing of her gloves into the pile of 
rubbish 


David shot a furtive glance at Jon and turned to the doctor. "Doc..any chance of expediting the results?" 


‘Ml do my best, Mr. Bryan, but the HV testing normally takes 3 to 5 days. Just restrict any and all sexual contact 
until | call you. Hs body needs time to heal." 


‘Don't think thatil be a problem," Jon groaned from the bed The doctor left and he was helped to the bathroom 
fo brush his teeth Nobody liked the taste of vomit but Jon was especially sensitive fo it. David stood behind fo 
support his shaky figure and brushed the man's hair out. 


"I forgot how much | like long hair on you," he commented, noticing that it resembled Jon's hair from the 80s. They 
smiled at each other in the mirror, Davids hands holding Jon steady and working his hair into a ponytail 


Room service had finally arrived Jon hesitantly tucked into a plate of bacon and buttered toast with his favorite 


fea. "Mmm can't remember last time | had bacon," he said to David, who was taking the cover off his own plate. 
The two ate in silence for several minutes until David broke it and mumbled, '! really missed you." 


Jon stopped chewing and a warmth spread through him like wildfire. "I missed you too. Can.Can | ask you 
something?" David nodded. "Kiss me?" 


David looked between Jon and his coffee. The doctor had been explicit with her instruction No sexual or body fluid 


contact. But.. This was Jonny. His Jonny. He walked to where Jon sat on the bed and slid down next to him. "What 
do you say?" 


Jon inhaled sharply and smiled. 'Please..kiss me..." 


Chapter IZ 


%*~ # Jon's Flashback ¥~ ¥ 


"You got lucky, Jon. Gonorrhea and Syphilis can be treated with antibiotics," the Doctor said seriously, looking 
through the folder with Jon's test results. "You need to finish these two prescriptions then come back to be 
retested" 


don felt David's hand squeeze his own He was afraid to look over, terrified of what he would see 


Anger? Disappointment? Pity? Jon had seen all three of those when Richie had arrived an hour after his initial 
exam. At least David hadn't been judgmental to his face. Richie hadnt liked when David put his arms around Jon 
protectively. 


He had been Richie's after all The next two days were a nightmare. As the drugs left his body completely, Jon 
went into violent withdrawals. Sweats, vomiting, chills, tremors rocked his body and David was faithfully by his side 
with toast, water, and a blanket. 


When his temperature and sweats reached his peak, David stripped them both and sat in the cold shower cradling 
von lke a child 


They'd left Atlantic City on the third day after Jons follow up with the Doctor, both quiet as the car was packed 
with their belongings. Jon's head was pulsating and he was painfully aware of David's eyes on hm as he stared out 


the window. 


David was the first to speak, then Jon. The lines of communication were opened fully as they crossed into Bay 
Head, NU They pulled up to a three-floor, brown shingled beach house with its open-air porch and tall privacy 
fence. David stepped out first and crossed the passenger side. 


Jon, so lost in nothingness, was unaware his door had opened. He felt himself flying through the air into David's 
arms.his breath.his lips. The blonde led Jon into the large home, lifting him easily into his arms and carried him 
upstairs to the Master suife. 


He drew the curtains and soft moans soon filled the emptiness 


Jon shook himself from his memories, staring out over the third-floor balcony. Gabby and Colton were spending the 
afternoon around the pool with Jesse and Stephanie alongside some of their local friends, celebrating the first real 


day of summer. 


He and David had agreed to stay in the house and let the kids have their fun. David's house had always been the 
party house, the safe place where the kids could party even when they were underage and parents knew none of 
them would be on the street causing trouble. 


Jon had stopped at his Hampton home long enough to pack up his things and shove his cases into David's Bentley. 
They had talked for a long time on their flight back to Jersey until the topic of where Jon would live came into 


question 


Dorothea had left with Jake and Romeo for the family home in Red Bank. The last thing Jon wanted was fo live in 
the big empty house alone. 


"You..you could always move in with me," David had suggested. "After the kids moved out and the divorce, its just 
me and the dog" 


It had taken a few minutes for Jon to process what David had said, a tense silence of Jon's fingers scratching 
through his lover's chest hair and tears welling up. He could only nod and exhale in relief as he was enveloped in 


David's embrace. 

Edie, David's energetic Jack Russell, greeted her master and gave Jon a rude and possessive growl upon returning to 
the home that night. Despite her small size, she made her presence known to Jon. Whether it was wiggling between 
as they cuddled or snapping at Jon's hand anytime he tried to touch David, there was no avoiding her. 


it was only today when the kids returned home that Edie approached Jon, tempted by the ice cream cone he'd 
been holding, and sniffed him for a reward of the cold treat. 


Jon glanced down at the sleeping pup in his lap and smiled "Come on, girl, lets see what your Daddy is up to." The 
dog stood with Jon and shook herself awake, following him through the Master bedroom and down the spiral 


staircase. "Lema?" He called out and his voice echoed No answer. 


Down fo the ground level, Jon knocked on Davids office door. Still no answer. He slowly pushed it open and saw the 
studio door ajar. "Babe?" 


"h here," David's voice came from the studio. 

Jon poked his head in and saw those familiar blonde curls tied back, David bent over a binder and his piano. He 
looked up at the many guitars lined up along one wall showing off many of the gold and platinum record plaques 
the band had received 

"Working?" Jon asked, wrapping his arms around David's shoulders trom behind. 


Kind of," he replied, "Just an idea that | needed to get onto paper." He turned his head and pulled Jons lps to his. 


Jon loved when it was just him and his Lema as he slid onto the bench next to him. He caressed David's cheek with 
the back of his fingers, feeling the day-old stubble along his chin. "What idea is that?" 


He could barely make out the messy scrawl and chord notes on the page, some scribbled out and replaced "Its 


nothing really. | was tinkering with the idea of..fellng our story. You and me. Tico and Richie..we've all been through 
hell and back together," David explained. ‘Its the story of..us" 


‘Are you seriously talking about making another album? Richie isnt part of the band anymore and.hell.my voice is 
shot. | don't know if | CAN get or even HOW to get the band back on top." Jon felt lke a failure just saying the 
words and stared at David's aged hands fiddling with a pen and highlighter. 


‘Maybe the game players just need to change their position," David suggested. "Shanks is a kick-ass producer but | 
dont believe he should be writing the songs. He doesn’t know the whole story and it won't sound..genuine." 


"But who--" 


David smiled and bit his bottom lp. "Me. You and me. | know you've said in the past that my writing isnt Jovi 
Material but." 


"Bute" 


"I think youre wrong," David said in a rush. 'I think you and I should put our creative minds together and create a 
truly authentic, genuine Bon Jovi album. | want to step up fo orchestrate the process and cover all the vocal parts 
and harmonies that.Richie would have. You were trying to do it alone and you cant." 


"Youre right--" Jon confessed in a whisper. 
"and | have the strength and range in my voice fo help..wait..what?" 


Jon shifted on the piano bench and entwined his fingers with David's. 'I said you're right. You've proven yourself 
fime and time again; | was just too foolish and blind to see it We may have slightly different writing styles but | 


was wrong to exclude you from the process. 
"Well shit, | was working all day on arguments against your stubbornness to prove my point," David chuckled. 
‘Show me what you got," Jon replied and kissed David's bare shoulder. 


Ko 
‘Maybe more lke." David strummed a few chords on the guitar he held, only one key lower than Jon had played 


‘Less strain on your voice." 


İt was late into the night and the two had moved out to the back patio when the kids had all gone home. Gabby 
and Colton were cleaning up after the party so David had no problem fangling his legs with Jons for a little 


intimacy. 


"He's the place | go..When there's nowhere left to run to--" 


"She," David cut off 
"What?" 


"She's the place | go..not he. Youre singing about the guitar and the love affair that started it all," David replied 


with a smile. 
‘Maybe my guitar is a guy," Jon chuckled. "Or a different love affair." 
David rolled his eyes and shook his head. "Considering you named her Bertha, | doubt it--" 


‘Sing it with me." It was Jon's turn to cut off David. "I miss hearing our voices together. Sing it with me." The two 
started off shaky but as they got to the chorus, both voices found the sweet spot and merged with David taking 
the higher octave. 


David smiled as Jon jotted a couple of notes in his binder, setting his guitar down and glanced over. The twins were 
still busy. He pushed himself over to Jon and pressed their lips together, light sweat from the summer humidity 
glistening on their skin He nibbled sweetly and Jon moaned, fingers catching his curls 


"Baby," Jon muttered between kisses and melted into his lover. Hs fingers fumbled with the buttons of Davids 
shirt, reaching the last one in time to jump violently at the loud clapping trom behind 


They glanced over the back of the couch fo see the twins beaming. 'I didnt think Dad stil had it in him," Gabby in 


mock seriousness and giggled when her Dad made a small noise of indignation. 

Jon's cheeks flushed as he pushed David off hm nervously, scared to show any type of affection for the kids 
after Dots reaction She'd restricted the younger ones from being around at David's home, though there was 
nothing she could do about Jesse and Steph, 

"Oh! Um.. didn’t.um," Jon stuttered 

"Please," Gabby snorted "You think this is the first time we've seen Dad gettin’.well.whatever he's gethin?" 
"You.ah..you don't have a problem about this?" Jon indicated to himself and David 

She and Colton exchanged knowing looks. "Yes, we do!" Colton mocked holding up a bible and a hand to the sky. "How 
dare you bringeth thy sin to mine innocent eyes!" He stomped over to David and held his hands over his Dad's 
head "You shall burn for your sins!" 


‘And if you touch me, HI make sure to burn your weed stash you think | don't know about," David replied flatly. 


‘love you, Father," Colton smiled innocently 


‘Fuck off fo bed, spawn," he smirked in response. Jon smiled fondly at the familar repartee between the three. 


Gabby sat threw her arms around Jon's shoulders and kissed his cheek. “All we want is for Dad fo be happy, no 
matter who thats with We're both behind you 100%..when Dad isn't, obviously," she giggled. 


"Brat!" Jon scolded the young woman mildly but hugged her close, "You've always been a brat." Gabby beamed. 
‘So who's the pitcher and who's the catcher?" Colton asked casually 


"Bed!" David yelled and pointed fo the door, "Dont make me say it again or you'll be on the receiving end of Jon's 
stink eye." 


Gabby and Colton backed away in mock fright. "No! No not that! Its worse than deathl!" Gabby cried out and ran 


into the house. 


Colton stopped halfway inside and turned to look at his Dad and Jon. "For what its worth, we really are good with 
everything Just want to see you both happy." He gave a good-natured smile and followed his sister upstairs. 


don sat heavily on the seat as he watched the twins disappear. "God./ wish it was that easy with my lot," he 
sighed, "Dot is giving me hell every single day. | hate that | cant see the boys whenever | want fo." 


David scooted back over to hold Jon and kiss his neck. "I know, baby. Want me to try and talk some sense into 
her?" 


Jon scoffed sadly and shook his head, "Thanks..but | dont think anything will change her mind apart from my sudden 


demise." 
‘Every woman has their price. Just say the word." 


‘Change the subject, huh?" Jon asked, "Take my mind off her? Now that we dont have an audience." He turned 
foward David and straddled his lap, linking his hands beneath the mop of curls. He leaned forward and rested his 
forehead against Davids, losing himself in the blue depths of his eyes momentarily before whispering, 'I love you, 
baby. " 


‘I love you too, Jonny," David said quietly, pulling Jon into a passionate kiss. "How about a break from writing for a 


nice swim under the stars?" 
Rather than wait for an answer, David helped Jon off his lap and led him across the darkened yard The pool 
nppled under the small waterfall from the Jacuzzi He slid his hands under Jon's ass and squeezed, causing his lover 


to moan and arch his back 


"Harder," Jon whispered, "Please..Master." 


The breath caught in Davids throat at the last word Neither had brought up their past dynamic..the arrangement 
that had caused many nights of lost sleep and screams of pleasure. Hs eyes met Jon's and saw the pupils dilated 
He swallowed and swatted Jon's ass, a pitiful whimper forced from his lps. 


‘Do you want this again, Jonny?" 
don caught his bottom lp between his teeth and with a coy look, nodded his ascent. "Oh yes, Master." 


‘As you wish, my pet. Mmm to watch those fingers play the guitar again.." David pressed himself against Jon to 
show hm how excited the music made him then added. "You know this isnt the first time your playing has 
affected me like this." 


"Oh, really? Tell me, Sir," Jon smirked and trailed his fingers over David's shoulder to the Joker tattoo on his chest, 
‘or better yet..will you show me? Pretty please?" 


David chuckled a soft, "Stay" and backed away from Jon He unfastened his shorts slowly and teased Jon with inch 
after inch of delicious flesh, well out of his reach He dropped the garment to the ground and stepped out of them, 
his shirt falling from his shoulders and quietly joining the discarded shorts. 


‘So many shows Ive wanted fo pull you backstage and bury myself inside you, make you sing those high notes just 
for my pleasure." He stroked himself spread a small dribble of sweet cum over the tip, slowly backing up towards 
the water. "Mmm..full moon," David noted, nodding up towards the night sky. ‘Strip, pet." 


Jon nodded without even a glance to the sky; he had something better to look at from the blonde locks that 

glowed in the night to the mystic blue eyes that he knew could change with David's mood "Anything for you, 

Master." He touched his tongue to his bottom lp before sucking it between his teeth as he loosened his shorts, 
letting them drop to the concrete at his feet 


David winked and leapt from the edge, his dark form gliding under the warm water. When he surfaced chest-deep, 
he tumed and gestured Jon fo join him. "Come on in, baby. Its perfect." 


Jon stepped to the deepest part and dove cleanly into the water, barely making a ripple. He swam subsurface 
toward his lover, dragging his body up David as he came up for air. "Hey handsome," Jon grinned and wrapped 
himself around the blonde, "Fancy seeing you here?" 


‘Come here often?" David brushed Jon's wet hair back and leaned in to nip his lp. Their tongues met halfway and 
twisted around each other, bodies floating along until Jon's back hit the pool wall. 'So..what brought this on? We 
havent really talked about having a play dynamic again." 


"Truth is | miss it," Jon breathed and wrapped his legs around David's hips, 'I miss feeling you pull my hair and spank 
my ass. | miss you growling in my ear and calling me your favorite httle slut. | miss./ miss being on my knees and 
staring up at my Dominant, my Master as you circle over me. The way you make me beg for the slightest touch 


and leave me wanting more." 


Jon paused for a moment, seeing David's chest rising and falling with his desire. "How you'd drag me through the 
hotel and throw me on the bed Leaning over and getting in my face, felling me how naughty | was and how Id pay 
dearly. Then | did. All night. Nails dragging down my back and a studded paddle on my ass. | miss the pain you 
caused and how hard Id get from--" 


"Enough!" David growled as he sunk his fingers painfully into Jon's hair and tugged his head back with a snap, "Youre 
a mouthy one tonight. Are you fishing for some pain tonight, baby?" 


von exhaled sharply. "Pain.pleasure..for you to tease me then fuck me and bend me to your will" 
"Wil you bend to my will enough to forsake all others?" 
"Yes, Master." 


"Mne!" David's voice rumbled as he claimed Jon's mouth with a fierce, seemingly never ending kiss, until they were 


both breathless, needy and animalistic. 


Jon's hand moved down over Dave's stomach and grazing through the thatch of curls at the base of his erection 
He could taste the faintest hint of whiskey and it melted him from the inside out. "Will you let me touch you like 
this, Master?" 


‘Only when you ask nicely," David moaned and stopped Jon's hand from moving any further. 'I prefer my fingers 
trailing down your sweet ass," one lone finger slid through Jon's crack and massaged his asshole, "..fo your..oh what 
do those fanfiction authors refer to it as..your tight puckered hole? If only they knew how many times my fingers 
have stretched you.." 


‘Ngh..god..yeah," Jon moaned, daging his fingernails into the flesh beneath them as David's fingers sipped through, 
"More. please!" 


David groaned at Jon clawing his body. "You wanna know what they describe my cock doing, baby? How they write 
about me pressing just the tip," his actions followed the words and he pressed the tip of his cock against Jon's hole, 
‘nto your wanton body. How youre desperate to be filled up to completeness." 


‘Ahh..yes," Jon breathed, "Fill me." 


"You make no demands of me, my little slut," David replied firmly, his Dom side fully exposed affer so long 
suppressed, "Beg for my cock lke a good boy." 


‘Oh god.please, Sir," Jon begged, breathless and needy, "Please..please fill me up, Sir. Need you now." 


‘My good little boy, Jonny," David cooed and caressed Jon's cheek, piercing his lover and fisting his hair. "Oh fuck, 
how much Ive missed your naughty side." 


"You don't have fo miss it anymore, Sir," Jon panted as he sank further onto David's shaft, "Im all yours..oh 


fuck..whatever and whenever you want, Im yours." 


‘Min! Anything | want, baby?" David breathed, pulling out fo the rim and thrusting back in. "Whatever | want? 


Whenever | want?" 

Jon moaned as his nerves were set on fire. "Oh god! Yes, Sir.anything.." 

‘Submissive? Pain Slut? Best Friend? Lover?" 

‘Fuck, yes, Sir.." 

David's thrusting grew more insistent, voice deepening to a low rasp. "Husband?" 
"Wait..what?!" Jon gasped, his mouth falling open in surprise, "Say it again Please..Sir?" 


David cupped Jon's cheek and held his gaze, his free hand reaching between them to grasp Jon's cock. "Husband...oh 
tuck..be my..husband? | want your answer as you come. | want you fo scream it out, baby." 


He pounded Jon's ass harder, water splashing around them and their skin glow luminescent in the moonlight. 


Jon mewled as the heat started pooling low, gathering like a storm, his heart was beating uncontrollably with love 
and desire. As the energy from both melded and swirled within him, his arms tightened around Davids neck, saying, 


"Fuck.let me..let me cum, Sir?" 


‘Come for me, Jonny, let me hear you," David growled, his eyes rolling as von tightened around his cock. "That's if, 
baby..come for me.." 


‘Mongh.. YES! Fuck..yes!" Jon screamed, "Yes yes yes.." He repeated his answer over and over in time with his 
release spilling into the pool, finally feeling the threads being pulled closed over the tears that had been ripped open 
in his heart. 


David held fight to Jon as his body quivered, falling hard into Jon He cried out as his lover milked him dry, holding 
him as they calmed and drifted in the water. Jon barely noticed David leading him where their clothes sat until his 
hand was lifted and David slid a ring of platinum and diamonds on his ring finger. 


Chapter 3 


"Hey, brother, long time," Hugh greeted Jon, pulling him in for a hug as the guys filed in one by one with their 


equipment cases 
Tico clapped Jon on the shoulder and chuckled. "Thought you'd forgotten about us!" 


‘How could | have forgotten you, T? You've been the shortest pain in my ass for 35 years," Jon replied, hugging 
both men and grinning like a maniac. 


Fuck you too, boss," Tico laughed and left to talk to David 


"Okay, spill," Hugh said in a hushed fone, "You've never been this happy to be back to work. What gives? You seem 


fo have more of a pep in your step." 


"Im just excited for the next stage in my life," Jon smiled, "The next step in our working lives too. | think we've got 
some great songs so | cant wait to hear them fleshed out." 


Hugh raised an eyebrow. "So what does this next stage in your life hold? Outside of work.." 


‘Peace, hopefully, for the first time in a long while," Jon said, his eyes clouding slightly at the memory of the past 
years, ‘and.and love. Definitely love." He glanced over to his lover talking with Tico, a small smile graced his Ips. 


Hugh followed his boss’ eye and beamed 'I knew you and Tico would end up together.” 

"Watt! What??!" Jon yelped, his face contorted in a look of shock "No, no.its-" he shuttered 

"Holy shit! You and Jon eloped?!" Tico yelled, his voice echoing off the walls. "Why wasnt | invited!?" 
"What weren't you invited to?" Phil asked, shrugging off his jacket and set his guitar case down 


‘Seems like these two went and got hitched," Hugh said, grabbing at Jon's left wrist, holding it high, "and none of us 


got an invite." 


"Yeah, why didnt we get an invite or even a call?" Tico demanded, smacking David in the chest. "After all lve done 
for you!" 


David threw his hands in the air and leaned on his organ. "No one did except the kids." 


‘Ht was definitely a spur of the moment thing," Jon said and strolled over to stand with David, moving smoothly 
into his open arms. 


"We need fo plan a party and celebrate!" Hugh exclaimed 


"Yeah!" Phil agreed, nodding vigorously and almost bouncing on his feet, ‘Plenty of food and booze. Gotta have 
booze for a.a.what is this? A wedding feast?" 


"With strippers and big pink tiaras," Tico added with a smirk. "and here you were questioning your feelings," he said 
in a quieter voice to David 'I told you everything would work out." 


"Alright, alright." Jon grinned as he accepted his friends’ well-wishes and good-natured ribbing, "Knock it off, all of 
you. C'mon! We got songs to play. Back to work. We can party tonight." 


don and David shared a sweet kiss as the guys took their spots and began setting up equipment. "See?" David 
whispered, "Relatively painless." 


Jon placed his palm over David's heart and nodded, 'Hil still be glad when everyone else knows though | have an 


uneasy feeling that something will come crashing down though." 


"E it does," David kissed Jon's cool fingers, "We'll handle it together." He gave his new husband one last kiss and 
spanked his ass. "Now..be good and take your place..." 


"Yes, Sir," Jon winked before moving into position behind his microphone. 


The band roughed out the multitude of songs that David and Jon had written together then, as a group, decided 
which ones to start fleshing out first. This album was going to be different in a lot of ways; musically, emotionally 
as well as the way they were going to go about it 


With Richie gone, Jon was ready fo loosen up some of his famed control and let his band of brothers have their 


turn to shine. 


David was the one he relied on most and his handsome keyboardist husband didn't let him down, dutifully writing 
notes and chord changes in his album binder. He'd had one for every Jovi album. Now Davids OCD had turned into 


Jon's saving grace. 


"This house was built on trust. Thats what it is and always was. No wrecking ball could knock it down. This house 
was built on higher ground," Jon sang passionately, closing his eyes as Phil worked through his guitar solo. 


He watched David dance behind the keyboards, the exuberant musician doing what he loved most. All the guys 
were in their element and Jon found himself getting to his feet 


Hs voice and David's joined on the final chorus, Hugh adding his middle range and Phil playing with the guitar chords. 
Even when his voice cracked, he simply looked at David for help and the strong baritone finished the song. 


‘Holy fuck that was awesome!" Phil exclaimed Jon knew they'd struck something special and unique with these songs 


and within a month they, as a whole, had decided on which songs to take into the studio. 


Within the year he was entertaining the thought of touring again, the itch of seeing the fans’ reactions to these 
songs became stronger and stronger the closer they got to completing the album. 


‘Something on your mind, babe?" David asked one night, sitting up in bed and looking over a new script idea from 
oe. He always did work too hard 


Jon lowered the towel he was using to dry his hair, the steam of his shower lingering in the air. "What would you 
say if | said | want fo hit the road again?" He asked and tossed the towel over the end of the bed before reaching 


for his pajama pants. 
David's eyes drank in Jons nude form and licked his ips. "You think you're ready for another four?" 


‘Ready? Probably not?" Jon frowned, crawling onto the bed to straddle Davids lap, "But | feel lke | need to if that 
makes sense. | need fo prove to myself, the band, the fans, that we can stil do it These songs..these songs tell 
the story, and that story needs to be heard" 


"You know Im always up for touring, baby," David replied, tweaking Jon's nipples playfully. "Youre right. The fans 
deserve to hear our story and it would be nice to get back out there and play. Count me in 


"We both know that there will always be the steadfast fans who never waver come hail or shine, but itl be 
the..what do they call themselves? Darksiders? They'll be the ones that we'll possibly cop the backlash from." 


David chuckled softly. "Darksiders, huh? You spend too much time on the internet, baby." 


"The boss has to keep an eye on whats being said on the forums," Jon smirked, "There's some hot stories going 
around if you look hard enough. Tell me you havent ever looked at those." 


"F they only knew who has the real dark side," he joked, pulling Jon against his chest and kissed him. ‘Ive seen some 


of those stories.have you seen the ones emerge about me and you affer the photos and video were leaked?" 


‘ haven't been on there since the whole Richie thing blew up," Jon frowned slightly before glancing up into the blue 
depths of David's eyes, "Are they any good?" 


‘Some are a little strange and others are really hot." David paused for a moment, playing with Jon's ring "Will we 
get fo play When We Were Us?" 


von sighed and ran his fingers through Davids chest hair. "That's our song though. | dont want to share that with 
anyone except you Not just yet." 


David took off his glasses and rubbed his temple. "You've been saying that for months. You won't even let the guys 
hear it..." 


"l know," Jon nodded, 'I don’t know why but | feel lke it needs to stay ours just for now. Call it a gut instinct." 
*~*December ZO/]*~* 


‘Dad! Look at this!" Gabby yelled and ran full speed into David who was nursing a hangover on the patio with Jon 
over breakfast. She shoved her phone in her Dad's face. 


"Gab, what the fuck?! Did you get another random dick pic?" He took the phone gingerly and stared down at his 


daughter's Instagram page. "The fuck am I looking at? Your followers?" 


‘Seriously, Dad?! You know youd be really popular if you joined Insta. | mean fuck..even Uncle Jon is on there," 


Gabby pointed out seriously. "I mean.not as popular as me..." 
David raised an eyebrow and snorted "You're popular because of me, spawn." 
"Im burt," she said flatly. "Just click the fuckin’ link." 


"Tell me why we brought you with us again?" He screwed up his face as the sun blinded him briefly. The first leg of 
their tour had finished in October and David had immediately booked a jet to St Tropez for him and Jon 


They'd spent a month in the beautiful French Riviera aboard the Jovi yacht, enjoying wine and music by day then 
making love under the moonlight. It had taken a litle coaxing but Jon was able fo relax this time around given their 
Out" status. Come December, the two met up with their oldest kids in St Barth to ring in the new year. 


David found the link she was referring to and tapped it, a separate page loading up for Rolling Stone. "Isn't this the 
poll you showed me a few months ago, babe?" He handed the phone to Jon, Gabby bouncing excitedly between 
them. 


"Huh?" Jon took the phone absently, engrossed in a news article in the paper before finally peering down at the 


screen at the tsks and impatient noises coming from those around him. 


"What am I-," he started to say before the information registered, "Holy fuck! We did it! We finally fucking did it!" 
don smiled at David before launching himself into the blondes arms and throwing the phone back to Gabby. 


‘Did what?" David asked, catching his husband. "They've never done a fan vote.." 


"They did this year!!" Jon exclaimed, ‘Its because of the fans that we're here at alll Were in the fucking Hall of 
Fame, babe!" 


‘Holy fucking shit," David breathed, catching Joris face in his hands and pulling him in tight. Gabby and Steph 
screamed as the chair fell back off the wooden deck and the two men rolled onto the sandy beach David landed 
on top of his husband Half straddling his waist. 


‘Fuck, we gotta tell T and the others," Jon said and stared up at David, his brain starting to work overtime already. 
"I guess..do we tell Richie or Alec? What about Hugh and--" Hs words were cut off by David's lps 


"Youre both too old to be having sex on the beach at this time of the day!" Colton called out as he and Jesse 
walked up and threw their surfboards down. 


"We did it!" Jon exclaimed excitedly holding his hand up for a couple of very bemused high fives. 
'Er.did what, Dad?" Jesse asked, "Please don’t say you just had sex on the beach.please..anything but that?!" 
David looked up and grinned. "We've had sex in more places than just the beach." 


‘And with that comment, my appetite is gone," Steph grimaced and pushed her fruit plate away, 


Jon clambered to stand upright and hauled Jesse into a bear hug, "Hall of Fame, you brat. Look!" He grabbed the 
phone from Gabby's hands, ignoring her yelp of protest and handed it over for the boys as proof. "Look at that!" 


"Um..Dad, | think you've had too much sun," Jesse laughed as he turned the phone back to Jon to show a photo of 


two kittens wearing Christmas hats on the screen. 


‘God damn if," Jon groaned and turned to his step-daughter, "Please, sweetheart, open that page again before they 
both think Im going round the twist." 


"Too late," David laughed and spanked Jon, much to the displeasure of the kids 


Gabby rolled her eyes and opened up the poll once more, handing it to Jesse. "They actually did it! Dad, does this 
mean we can talk about raising my budget?" 


‘Fuck you, twin," Colton snorted, "Means Im getting a new car." 
"You can get a new car," David nodded and smirked when Colton cheered, "When you earn enough money." 
"Fuck," his eldest son mumbled 


"Daddy," Steph cooed, hoping to outdo the twins' efforts and knowing exactly how to wrap her dad around her little 
finger. 


"Dont even think about it," David threatened 


The young woman rolled her eyes, pouting, before giving a shrug of her shoulders and said with a smile, "Well, it 
was worth a try, right?" 


‘Lets celebrate tonight," Jon grinned, "My treat!" 


Cahpter 14 


Author's Notes: 
A big thank you to Bnedovi for helping with this story. Love you, girl! 


David and Jon were the first fo arrive at the rehearsal hall and, thankfully, security was already guarding the 
place. Jon squeezed David's hand nervously, both looking like the epitome of rock stars in designer blue jeans, 
leather jackets, and sunglasses 


"Were here..fuck, were actually here," Jon said, hooking his glasses onto his shirt 


‘Just breathe, Jonny," David replied, wrapping an arm around his husband's waist. "You've been a bundle of nervous 


energy since we got off the plane. Do | need fo take you somewhere and relieve your stress?" 


‘As appealing as that sounds right now," Jon grinned wryly, hooking his hands around David's neck, 'I dont think we'd 
have enough tme to get rid of all my stress before the others get here. Tonight?" 


David swayed the two of them side fo side, singing the chorus of Real Love quietly fo Jon, the same way he had 
the night they'd gotten married on a quiet beach at sunset. He could still clearly see them in white pants and 
shirts, barefoot in the sand and sliding on rings of eternal love. 


"Hey, love birds!" Both heads slowly turned to see the long-haired guitarist grinning at them. "Oh shit, am | 
interrupting? Need me to fuck off?" 


'X! Good fo see you, man," Jon said, making no move to disengage from David Instead, he laid his head on his 


mate's chest. 
David didn't stop swaying either, knowing it made for a calmer Jon. "Don't worry, X, not lke we're naked. yet." 


‘Um.is that likely to happen today? Am | going to be scarred for life?" he chuckled as he set his case down, flicking 
open the catches. 


‘Stick around and find out," Jon snickered, receiving a hard smack on his ass 


‘Stick around for what?" came a familar voice from the doorway as Hugh closed the door behind him, "Sorry, did | 
miss anything?" 


Phil laughed as he shrugged off his jacket. "Apparently there's gonna be a sex show affer rehearsal fo ensure none 


of us wanna eat for the next week." 


David raised an eyebrow and buried his nose in Jon's hair. "Mmm, fuck you smell good, baby," he mumbled. 'I could 
eat you up." 


‘Did you say something, Lema?" Hugh asked, settling hmself on a chair and getting the sheet music out. 


"Yeah, | fold Jon | wanna eat his ass out on Tico's drum set with you two nosy fuckers forced to watch," David 
quipped with Phil making gagging noises behind him. 


"Touch my drum kit, Lema," Tico boomed from behind him, "and you'll be singing soprano for the rest of your hfe. 


Jon chuckled as David swung him side to side like two kids in love on the playground. ‘fuck, T! When dad you sneak 


ine" 


"l dont have a need fo sneak, boss," Tico stated and quirked his eyebrow at his friends, "You're looking..content. It's 
good to see." 


‘Jonny and Lema sitting in a tree." Phil sang. 
'F-U-C-K--N-G," Hugh supplied 


A throaty laugh sounded from halfway up the dark aisle, one none had heard since the early 90s. "Damn, my 


money was on Jon and Sambora!" 
Jon peered into the gloom, his hand shielding his eyes from the lights, "Al?! Get on up here, man!" 


Alec, now grey and just as short, stocked up the stage steps with his case. He looked a bit healthier than the last 
time they'd seen each other and held up his arms to the men. 'h the flesh, man!" 


Without words, Jon stepped away from David and rushed Alec, pulling him into a rib-cracking hug. Alec's departure 
had been full of harsh words and accusations but, at that moment, none of it mattered "Goddamnit, it's good to 
see you, Al," Jon cried 

"You too, Kidd," Alec replied softly, accepting Jon's unspoken apology. 


‘Such, you son of a bitch," Tico almost jumped on his old friend, "How you been, man?" 


‘Can't complain! Ive had a quiet life!" Alec hugged Tico back and was introduced fo Phil. ‘lve heard you got some 
hot licks on ya, kid!" 


Phil shrugged and shook Alec's hand "Need a few to keep up with the big dogs." 


"So," Alec tumed to Jon and Dave, "you two, huh? When did that happen?" 


"A little while ago now," Jon smiled over at his husband. "Happiest Ive been in a long time." 


"Yeah? How long would that have been?" All eyes slowly turned to the newcomer and the air was tense. David put 
his hand on the small of Jon's back as Richie climbed fo the stage. "Sorry, Im late. Seems | missed the details." 


"Oh fuck," someone murmured. too quiet fo distinguish who the curse came from. 


"Richie," Jon breathed as his ex moved closer. Hs body felt as though it was shutting down from over-stimuli Pain, 
physical and emotional, shot through him, almost bringing him fo his knees. 


David laced his fingers through Jon's and held their bodies tight together for support. Richie's eyes fitted to their 


rings and he forced a smile. "Congrats are in order?" 


‘Its good fo see you under..better circumstances," David said, feeling Jon trembling against him. "You need to 


breathe, baby," he whispered to Jon. "Focus." 


"We're all gonna play nice this week, aren't we?" Tico asked, his deep voice held an air of authority as he surveyed 


his bandmates. "David? Richie?" 
"OF course," David replied in a firm tone. 


Richie only nodded and started tuning one of his guitars. "Sure! Were celebrating the hall of fame..getting the 


recognition we deserve..the new couple.its a week full of..celebration" 
Alec turned to Phil and asked, "What did | miss?" 


‘Not now," David shushed Alec. He moved in front of Jon and tilted his head up. ‘Jonny, you got this. HI be right 
here. If you need anything, just come over and fell me. | love you, baby.." 


"' love you too," Jon replied and inhaled a deep breath, releasing some of the tension as he blew it out. He cleared 
his throat and addressed his band, "So here's how this is gonna happen." 


He went on to outline the song choices and arrangements as he tried to ignore the fact that he could feel, not 
only Richie's gaze on him but David's as well, for different reasons, no doubt. 


"Do you need the songbooks to refresh your memories?" Jon asked Richie and Alec off-handedly at one stage. 
"T sent me them a couple weeks ago," Alec replied 
Fuck you, Jonny, | wrote them foo, remember?" Richie snipped. "Aint nothing wrong with my memory." 


"Rich. didnt.it was just a question," Jon replied, "Forget it. You dont want fo listen fo me anyway." 


‘Ive done nothing except listen To you.." 


"Really?" Jon bit back, "Did you listen when | begged you fo get help? Over and over again Or when | asked you to 


come back?" 


‘Sure did.Went for help, remember? Each time you asked. | jumped at the chance to please our beloved poster 
boy," Riche said in a snarky tone 


"Enough, Rich," David chimed in 


‘No! Lets have this out once and for all," Richie snarled as he rounded on David, ‘lm so fucking tired of you 


sticking your nose in when its not fucking wanted, Lema" 


David stepped down from his keyboards and puffed up his chest. "Only for Jonny's own good. He's the one Im 
looking out for!" 


"Youve been hanging around in my shadow, nosing after Jonny, just waiting for your chance," he stood toe to toe 
with his former band mate, "Havent you?!" He shoved David in the chest. "Just waiting for him to throw you a 
bone...well, | guess you got your bone huh?" He handed Alec his guitar and strode off the stage, down the center 


aisle and out the door. 
Tico stood from behind the kit and asked, "You want me to go after him, Boss?" 


"No!" Jon snapped, "This is between Richie and me. Hl deal with him. Baby, help me? Can you run through the rest 
of the songs with the guys?" 


David walked over to Jon and swept him into a passionate kiss, the band and crew watching in silence. "Fuck," Phil 


drawled, "That is kinda hot." 
"I got this, handsome," David whispered. "Go talk to him. Just. just dont let him..you know.." 


‘ know, baby," Jon said and gave David one last kiss. He left the band in Davids capable hands and left to find 
Riche. 


K~ K~ K 


Outside, Cleveland was chilly for March and Richie sat against the building watching a teenage couple laughing across 
the street. The young guy was teaching his girlfriend to ride a scooter. Young, foolish lovers without care. 


Jon pushed through the front doors and out onto the street completely missing Richie sitting alone. He turned to 
look up and down the street, dragging his fingers through his grey hair and pulling his jacket closer around him fo 
ward off the chill 


‘How long did it take?" Richie called out 

Jon jumped at hearing Richie's voice behind him, he spun about-face and saw him sitting on the pavement, knees 
drawn up, elbows resting on them and his hands clasped loosely together. It brought back so many memories from 
when they were younger. 

Fuck, you scared me," Jon said 

‘How long did it take?" Richie repeated 

‘for what?" he asked as he stood in front of his ex-love. 

‘For that perfect litte Jew to sink his paws into you." 

"Rich.dont.please," Jon sighed sadly, "You knew we were seeing each other before Atlantic City." 


‘Goddamnit, Jonny, tell me! How long after | left did it take him?" 


‘Does it matter, Rich?" Jon snapped, "You. Left. Me. Or have you forgotten that detail?" Hot tears pricked at the 
back of his eyes as the pain of those days flooded back 


"Were you seeing him before that? All the late nights working with him.." 
"No!" he cut him off, "| was always..always..faithful to you!" 


"Then why cant you give me an answer about how long it took him fo get fo your" 


"BECAUSE IM THE ONE WHO JUMPED INTO BED WITH HM, okay?! Im the one who seduced him. Im the one who 
made the first move. He was reluctant at first but | begged HM to fuck mel! Happy?!" Jon scrubbed his hand over 
his face, pinching the bridge of his nose to try and stem the tears. 


There was no denying them, however, as the final crack in his armor gave way. He fell to his knees in front of the 
one person that could always hold the power to break him into a million shards. He buried his face in his hands and 
wept piteously. 


‘ loved you, Rich," he cried, "every day, so damn much that it physically hurt Don’t you realize you could have 
fold me to throw myself off the edge of the world and | would have." 


‘But you..you walked away from me.." he finally looked up from the pavement to Richie, "you walked away without 
ever saying a word To me, to David," Jon saw the eyeroll Richie gave at his husband's name, "fo Tico. Not one 


fucking damn word." 


"l couldnt do it anymore," Richie finally spoke after several moments of silence, 'l.fuck./ felt lke | was being 


consumed by..this. The Bon Jovi machine. You made me feel inferior as a player, bringing in these different 
guitarists, Like | wasnt good enough You and | were a team, but you werent satisfied with that." 


"l was looking out for you, Rich," Jon said, "I could see something was wrong, that you weren't coping or something, 


so | wanted to help. | wanted to../ wanted to keep you for myself." 
"You wanted to keep the money machine going" 


‘Don't you dare fucking say that!" Jon snarled, "You were my best friend, my band mate..but more than that, you 


were my lover. You were the fucking engine of this ‘machine’, the heart and soul." 
‘And | was tired of running your machine alone. You'll end up running Rashbaum into the ground too." 


"What do you want me to say, Rich," Jon deflated, defeated, "You never spoke to us. I saw you with that blonde 


Australian chick in the press. You moved on..so did | | love you, Rich, always will" 


Richie scrubbed his face and cleared his throat. "Well.don’t. You dont need dearest David jealous. The way he acts 
is Ike a possessive dominant who doesn’t want anyone else fo touch his toys." He stood abruptly and dusted off his 
Jeans, glancing down to see Jon avert his eyes and he twisted his lps into a sneer, "Wow, really?! You used fo say 


that was our special thng just another thing he took from me." 
"He didn't take anything," Jon stood up slowly and said flatly. "I gave it to him. Willingly." 


‘Just remember..." Richie grabbed Jon and pressed their Ips together. '! had you first. He'll always be second best." 
He pushed Jon away and stormed back into the rehearsal hall, brushing past David with an evil smirk 


David found Jon slumped against the building and exhaled sharply when his husband fell into his arms crying and 
shaking. ‘lm sorry.m sorry, baby," Jon sobbed as David stroked his hair. 


‘Jonny, what happened?" 
#~ 


Richie knocked on Tico’s suite door later that night following a call from the drummer about an urgent meeting. He'd 


been eyeing the in-suite bar when the call came and it took all he had not to down every bottle available. 


The door opened to reveal the short Cuban who greeted him with a big smile. "Hey, Richie! Come on in, man" Tico 
backed up to allow Richie entrance and quickly shut the door behind the guitarist when he stopped short at the 
sight of David and Jon on the couch, 


David sat on the end with his feet up on the coffee table with one arm around Jon and the other nursing a glass 
of whiskey. Jon was curled up into his bare chest, playing with David's medallion mindlessly 


"Nah" Richie drawled, "Aint dealing with this shit again." He turned to leave but found his way blocked by Tico. 


"SiH" Tico barked, pointing to the occasional chair, "We're all going to sit and behave lke fucking adults for a change 
and hash this out." 


Richie raised an eyebrow and followed Tico further into the room. "Tried earlier. Didn't end well, if you couldn't tell" 
"That was obvious. Now..can | get you a drink?" Tico asked, always a gracious host. 


"Water," Richie snapped and dropped into the chair furthest from the couple, "I don’t drink anymore." He saw the 
looks that passed between David and Tico but chose to ignore them. 


Tico handed Richie ice water and sat between the three. "Only rules are that no one interrupts another, no fighting 
and be concise. Richie, whats really upsetting you and why did you choose to unite if you knew there would be 


issues?" 

"He's my problem," he tossed his head in David's direction, "Fucker couldnt wait to get up in my place. And why 
shouldn't | be here, | deserve this as much as anyone else! L.I wasn’t expecting to be confronted with the happy 
couple." Hs top lp had curled into an ugly sneer. 

"Asshole." 

"| said concise, Lema," Tico reminded him. 


‘lm the one who Jonny chose to tum to. How does that make me a bad person?" David asked 


‘Coz you've always been sniffing around him hke he's a litte bitch on heat," Richie growled, "Knowing you, you chose 
your timing well and sunk your dick into him like the fucking animal that you are." 


David threw his head back and laughed. "You really need to take a step back. He came to me when I was sleeping 
Let me reiterate. | WAS. SLEEPING. Jonny crawled into my bed | tried to get him back to his own. He told me 
what he needed. It wasn't to be fucked, even though yes that did happen. He wanted the touch of someone who 


loved him." 

"F you love him so much," Richie leaned forward in the chair, "then why was he out fucking strangers for a hit of 
coke and X? Huh? That night in Atlantic City? If you love him so much, then why was he picked up on the street 
and gang-banged?" 

"What?!" Tico gasped in contusion, "What the fuck are you talking about, Richie?" 


‘Oh! They didnt tell you, 1?" Riche almost crowed in delight as he watched David and Jon squirm in discomfort. 


‘Apparently after a fight, Lema told Jon to get out then left himself and went fo fuck his sexy Lexi and little 
Jonny found them! Jomy here then turned street slut for a baggie of coke and a few pills. You want proof?" he 


asked as he pulled his phone from his inside jacket pocket and searched for Liam's number. 
"Jon?" Tico questioned, "Care fo explain why this piece of information was quashed?" 
Jon whimpered and buried his head into David's arm. "H wasnt anyone's business," David answered for him. 


"s that why you dropped off the face of the earth?" Tico persisted, "Why your family was worried sick? Why we 
were worried Even Matty couldnt get through to you." 


"T, quit it" David snapped as Jon's body shook. "Thats behind him and not a part of this!" 


‘Of course its part of this, fucker," Richie said, "You claim you love hm yet the first sign of trouble you kick him 


out and go running back fo wifey’s cunt." 


"I made a mistake," David confessed, "One that Jon forgave me for and one | havent made a second time. | was 
honest with him when he asked about having a relationshp. | told him flat out that Im horrible with relationships, 
but..fuck, he still here and he's the only one | ever want. Why cant you accept that?" 


"BECAUSE | STILL LOVE HM, ASSHOLE," Richie roared, spittal flying from his lps, 'My..mistake..was walking out.. and 
Ml regret that for the rest of my fucking miserable life. Ya happy now??" He threw the glass across the room, not 
caring that it shattered into a thousand pieces and stalked over to the window and stared out into nothingness. 


Three sets of eyes watched Richie in silence for several moments. Jon glanced at David, who nodded his permission, 


and stood from the couch He slowly approached Richie and reached out a hand fo touch his shoulder. 


Riche flinched from the touch He glanced around fo see who it was and shook his head, eyes held skyward, to 
ward off the inevitable pain of what was about to happen 


"Jonny," Richie whispered thickly through his tears, "ljust don't.okay? You'll never have to hear from me again 
after this weekend." 


"You..you don't have to do that, Rich," Jon breathed 'I don’t want you to disappear again. Why can’t | have you 
both in my life?" 


‘Because it would kill me to see you with him, baby," Richie said, his chin wobbled and the tears tracked down his 
cheeks unchecked, "Hl play the game, for your sake, this weekend.. H| always love you, baby, but | cant live lke 
that." 


Jon closed his eyes and his breath grew unsteady. He felt himself falling apart at Richie's words. 'I just wish there 


was a way.. 5 


Richie cupped Jon's face, searching his eyes for a trace of any of their lost love, kissed his cheek and whispered, 


‘lm so sorry | failed you, baby." He took one last look at the love of his life but turned and left the room. 


David heard Richie's anguished bellow from outside the closed door, as he had done in Atlantic City that night, and 
felt a twinge of regret at how the whole situation had unfolded He looked up from the floor at Jon's outstretched 
hand and took it, letting his husband lead him for the first time. 


They left Tico’s suite and returned fo their own once the corridor was clear. Jon caught David as he went to cross 


their room to his luggage. "Please..." 

David needed no other explanation as Jon sank fo his knees and bowed his head He walked over to his carry-on 
and picked up Jon's favorite whip and a length of rope, dimming the lights and tossed the rope and whp on the bed 
for Jon to see. "Are you ready to play, my pet?" 


Jon looked up into David's eyes, equally as clouded and tearful, and whispered, 'I submit myself to you, Master." 


And as they say.."The rest is history." 


